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PREFACE 

This collection of poems is a combination of 
the recommendations of the Department of 
Public Instruction of the state of Pennsylvania 
and the recommendations of the Education 
Department of the state of New York. 

Inhere are for each grade many more sel^- 
tions than can be used in any one year. The 
Pennsylvania Course o/ Study recommends 
that at least one selection be memorized each 
month. The New York Syllabus recommends 
thaji at least six of the selections be memorized 
during the year. 

The compiler of these selections does not 
venture to advise a^ to the ntimber that should 
be memorized, but he does venture the convic- 
tion that school children will understand, appre- 
ciate and love these beautiful poems and that 
their lives will be made better and richer because 
they study them early in life. 
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NOTE ' 

Acknowledgement is hereby mdde to the 
publishers of the poems printed in this book. 

The poems of Bayard Taylor, Lucy Larcom, 
Ralph Waldo Emerson, Frank Dempster Sher- 
man^ Thomas Bailey Aldrich, Alice Gary, Henry 
Wadsworth Longfellow, Celia Thaxter, Oliver 
Wendell Holmes, James Russell Lowell, John 
Greenleaf Whittier, and Nora Perry, are pub- 
lished by arrangement with Messrs. Hotighton, 
Mifflin & Co. 

The poems of William Cujlen Bryant are 
printed with the permission of D. Appleton & 
Co. The poems of Robert Louis Stevenson, 
Eugene Field and H. C. Bunner are printed with 
the permission and by arrangement with Charles 
Scribner's Sons. 

The four poems by Christina Rosetti are 
taken from "The Complete Poems of Christina 
Rosetti** published and copyrighted by Little, 
Brown & Co. 
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Selected Memory Gems 

FIRST GRADE 

Bye, baby Bunting 

Bye, Baby Bunting, 
Father's gone a-hunting, 
To get a little rabbit skin 
To wrap the Baby Bunting in. 

Rock-a-bye 

Rock-a-bye, baby, 

Upon the tree top; 
When the wind blows 

The cradle will rock; 
When the bough breaks 

The cradle will fall; 
Down will come baby 

And cradle and all. 

Pat-a-cake 

Pat-a-cake, pat-a-cake, 
Baker's man! 
So do I, master, as fast as I can. 
Pat it, and prick it. 

And mark it with B, 
And put in the oven 
For baby and me. 
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Jack, be nimble 

Jack, be nimble, 
Jack, be quick, 
Jack, jump over 
The candlestick. 

Jack and Jill 

Jack and Jill 

Went up the hill 
To fetch a pail of water: 

Jack fell down 

And broke his crown. 
And Jill came tumbling after. 

Jack Homer 

Little Jack Homer 
Sat in the comer. 
Eating a Christmas pie. 
He put in his thumb. 
And pulled out a plum, 
And said, "What a good boy ami!*' 

Baa, baa, black sheep 

Baa, baa, Black SJieep, 

Have you any wool? 
Yes, sir, yes, sir, 

Three bags full. 
One for my master. 

And one for my dame. 
And one for the little boy 

That lives in the lane. 



FIRST GRADE 11 

Bow-wow-wow 

Bow-wow-wow. 

Whose dog art thou? 

Little Tommy Tucker's dog, 

Bow-wow-wow. 

Little Boy Blue 

Little Boy Blue, 

Come blow your horn. 
The sheep's in the meadow, 

The cow's in the com. 
What! Is this the way 

You mind your sheep, 
Under the haycock 

Fast asleep? 

Hickory, dickpry, dock 

Hickory, dickory, dock! 
The mouse ran up the clock; 
The clock struck one, 
. And down he ran. 
Hickory, dickory, dock! 

Hey, diddle, diddle 

Hey, diddle, diddle! 

The cat and the fiddle; 
The cow jumped over the moon. 

The little dog laughed 

To see such sport. 
And the dish ran away with the spoon. 
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Humpty Dumpty 

Humpty Dumpty 

Sat on a wall, 
Humpty Dumpty 

Had a great fall. 
All the king's horses, 

All the king's men. 
Couldn't put Humpty Dumpty 

Together again. 

Ding, dong bell 

Ding, dong, bell, 

Pussy's in the well! 

Who put her in? 

Little Johnny Green. 

Who pulled her out? 

Little Tommy Stout. 
Oh, what a naughty boy was that, 
To drown the poor old pussy cat! 

Simple Simon 

Simple Simon met a pieman 

Going to the fair; 
Said Simple Simon to the pieman, 

**Let me taste your ware." 
Said the pieman to Simple Simon, 

**Show me first your penny." 
Said Simple Simon to the pieman, 
'Indeed, I haven't any." 
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FIRST GRADE 13 

Little Bo Peep 

Little Bopeep has lost her sheep, 

And can't tell where to find them; 

Leave them alone, and they'll come home, 
And bring their tails behind them. 

Little Bopeep fell fast asleep, 

And dreamed she heard them bleating; 
But when she awoke, she found it a joke, 

For still they all were fleeting. 

Then she took her little crook. 

Determined for to find them; 

She found them, indeed, but it made her heart 

bleed. 
For they'd left their tails behind them. 

My little pony 

I have a little pony. 

His name is Dapple Gray; 

I lent him to a lady, 
To ride a mile away. 

She ^hipped him, she lashed him, 
She rode him through the mire; 

I would not lend my pony now 
For all the lady's hire. 

Ladybird 

Ladybird, ladybird. 

Fly away home; 
Your house is on fire. 

Your children will burn. 
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The north wind 



The north wind 4oth blow, 
And we shall have snow, 
And what will poor robin do then, 
Poor thing! 

He will sit in a bam. 
And keep himself warra. 
And hide his head under his wing, 
Poor thing! 

The old woman 

There was an old woman 

Who lived in a shoe; 
She had so many children 

She didn't know what to do; 
She gave them some broth 

Without any bread; 
She whipped th^m all soundly 

And put them to bed. 

The crooked man 

There was a crooked man, 

And he went a crooked mile; 
He found a crooked sixpence 

Upon a crooked stile; 
He had a crooked cat, 

That caught a crooked mouse; 
And they all lived together 

In a little crooked house, 



FIRST GRADE 15 

Mother Hubbard 

Old Mother Hubbard 
Went to the cupboard 
To get her poor dog a bone. 

But when she came there, 

• 

The cupboard was bare, 
And so the poor dog had none. 

All things beautiful 

All things bright and beautiful, 
All creatures great and small, 

All things wise and wonderful — 
The Lord God made them all. 

Each little flower that opens. 

Each little bird, that sings — 
He made their glowing colors, 

He made their tiny wings. 

The purple-headed mountain, ^ 

The river running by. 
The morning and the sunset 
That lighteth up the sky. 

The tall trees in the greenwood. 

The pleasant summer sun, 
The ripe fruits in the garden — 

He made them every one. 

He gave us eyes to see them, 

And lips, that we might tell 

How great is God Almighty, 
Who hath made all things well. 

— Alexander 



16 MEMORY GEMS 



I 



Who has seen the wiad ? i 

Who has seen the Wind? 

Neither I nor you; 
But when the leaves hang trembling, 

The wind is passing through. 

Who has seen the wind? 

Neither you nor I: 
But when the trees bow down their 

heads 
The wind is passing by. 

— Christina G. Rossetti 

Where go the boats ? 

Dark brown is the river, 

Golden is the sand, 
It flows along foreVer, 

With trees on either hand. 

Green leaves a-floating. 

Castles of the foam, 
Boats of mine a-boatiug — 

When will all come home? 

On goes the river 

And out past the mill, 
Away down the valley, 

Away down the hill. 

Away down the river, 

A hundred miles or more. 
Other little 4jhildren 

Shall bring my boats ashore. 

Robert Louis Stevenson 
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The wind 

I saw you toss the kites on high 
And blow the birds about the sky; 
And all around I heard you pass, 
Like ladies* skirts across the grass — 
O wind, a-blowing all day long, 
O wind, that sings so loud a song! 

I saw the diflferent things you did. 
But always you yourself you hid. 
I felt you push, I heard you call, 
I could not see yourself at all — 

O wind, a-blowing all day long, 
O wind, that sings so loud a song! 

O you that are so strong and cold, 
O blower, are you young or old? 
Are you a beast of field and tree, 
Or just a stronger child than i^e? 
O wind, a-blowing all day long, 
O wind, that sings so loud a song! 

— Robert Louis Stevenson 

Snowflakes 

Little white feathers, filling the air — 
Little white feathers! how came ye there? 
"We came from the cloud-birds sailing so high; 
TheyVe shaking their white wings up in the sky.'* 

Little white feathers, how swift you go! 
Little white feathers, I love you so! 
"We are swift because we have work to do; 
But hold up your face, and we'll kiss you true." 

— Mary Mapes Dodge 
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Foreign chil^i^en 

Little Indian, Sioux or Crow, 

Little frosty Eskimo, 

Little Turk or Japanee, 

O! don't you wish that you were me? 

You have seen the scarlet trees 
And the lions over seas; 
You have eaten ostrich eggs, 
And turned the turtles off their legs. 

Such a life is very fine. 

But it's not so nice as mine: 

You must often, as you trod, 

Have wearied not to be abroad. , 
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You have curious things to eat, 
I am fed on proper meat; 
You must dwell beyond the foam. 
But I am safe and live at home. 

Little Indian, Sioux and Crow, 

Little frosty Eskimo, 

Little Turk and Japanee, 

O! don't you wish that you were me? 

— Robert Louis Stevenson 

Time ro rise 

A birdie with a yellow bill 
Hopped upon the window sill, 
Cocked his shining eye and said: 
** Ain't you 'shamed, you sleepy-head?" 

Robert Louis Stevenson 
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What does the bee do? 

What does the bee do? 

Bring home honey. 
And what does father do? 

Bring home money. 

And what does mother do? 

Lay out the money. 
And what does the baby do? 

Eat up the honey. 

— Christina Rossetti 



Little birdie 

What does little birdie say, 
In her nest at peep of day? 
"Let me fly/' says little birdie; 

"Mother, let me fly away.** 
"Birdie, rest a little longer, 
Till the little wings are stronger." 

Then she flies away. 

What does little baby say. 
In her bed at peep of day? 
Baby says, like little birdie, 
"Let me rise and fly away." 
"Baby, sleep a little longer, 
Till the little limbs are stronger." 
If she sleeps a little longer. 
Baby, too, shall fly away. 

— Alfred Tennyson. 
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Little Pussy 

I love little Pussy, 

Her coat is so warm; 
And if I don't hurt her 

Shell do me no harm. 

So I'll not pull her tail, 

Nor drive her away. 
But Pussy and I 

Very gently will play. 

She shall sit by my side, 
And I'll give her some food; 

And she'll love me because 
I am gentle and good. 

I'll pat little Pussy, 
And then she will purr, 

And thus show her thanks 
For my kindness to her. 

"^ I'll not pinch her ears, 

Nor tread on her paw, 
Lest I should provoke her 
To use her sharp claw. 

I never will vex her, 
Nor make her ddspleased. 

For Puss doesn't like 
To be worried or teased. 

— Jane Taylor 
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Little things 

Little drops of water, 

Little grains of sand, 
Make the mighty ocean 

And the pleasant lahd. 

Thus the little minutes, 
Himible though they be, 

Make the mighty ages 
Of eternity. 

Thus our little errors 

Lead the soul away 
From the path of virtue 

Off in sin to stray. 

Little deeds of kindness. 

Little words of love. 
Make this earth an Eden, 

Like the heaven albove. 

— Anonymous 

O Lady moon 

O Lady Moon your horns point toward the east : 

Shine, be increased; 
O Lady Moon, your horns point toward the west : 

Wane, be at rest. 

Christina G. Rossetti 
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The baby 

Where did you come from, baby dear?*' 
Out of the everywhere into the here.** 

"Where did you get your eyes so blue?" 
Out of the skies as I came through." 

What makes the light in them sparkle and spin?' 
Some of the starry spikes left in." 

Where did you get that little tear?" 
I found it waiting when I got here." 

**What makes your forehead so smooth and 

high?" 
**A soft hand stroked it as I went by." 

**What makes your cheek like a warm, white 

rose?" 
"Something better than anyone knows." 

"Whence that three-cornered smile of bliss?" 
Three angels gaye me at once a kiss." 

Where did you get that pearly ear?" 
God spoke, and it came out to hear." 

Where did you get those arms and hands?" 
"Love made itself into hooks and bands." 

"Feet, whence did you come, you darling things ?" 
"From the same box as the cherub's wings." 

"How did they all just come to be you?" 
"God thought about me, and so I grew." 

"But how did you come to us, you dear?" 
"God thought of you, and so I am here." 

— George Macdonald 
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Sleep, baby, sleep 

Sleep, baby, sleep! 

Thy father watches his sheep; 
Thy mother is shaking the dreamland tree, 
And down comes a little dream to thee. 

Sleep, baby, sleep! 

Sleep, baby, sleep! 

The large stars are the sheep; 
The little stars are the lambs, I guess 
And the gentle moon is the shepherdess. 

Sleep, baby, sleep! 

Sleep, baby, sleep! 

Our Savior loves His sheep; 
He is the Lamb of God on high. 
Who for our sake came down to die. 

Sleep, baby, sleep! 

E. Prentiss (From the German) 



SECOND GRADE 

**One, two three!" 

It was an old old, old, old lady, 
And a boy that was half -past three; 

And the way that they played together 
Was beautiful to see. 

She cotddn't go running and jtimping, 

And the boy, no more cotdd he; 
For he was a thin little fellow. 

With a thin little twisted knee. 

They sat in the yellow sunlight 

Out under the maple tree; 
And the game that they played I'll tell you. 

Just as it was told to me. 

It was Hide-and-go-Seek they were playing, 
Though you*d never have known it to be. 

With an old, old, old, old lady. 
And a boy with a twisted knee. 

The boy would bend his face down 
On his one little sound right knee, 

And he*d ^ess where she was hiding. 
In guesses One, Two, Three! 

**You are in the china closet!" 

He would cry, and laugh with glee — 

It wasn't the china closet; 

But he still had his Two and Three. 

24 
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"You are up in Papa's big bedroom, 
In the closet with the queer old key!" 

And she said : ' 'You are warm and warmer ; 
But you're not quite right," said she. 
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It can't be the little cupboard 
Where Mamma's things used to be- 



So it must be the clothes-press, Gran'ma!" 
And he fotmd her with his- Three. 

Then she covered her face with her fingers, 
That were wrinkled and white and wee, 

And she guessed where the boy was hiding, 
With a One and a Two and a Three. 

And they never stirred from their places. 

Right imder the maple tree — 
This old, old, old, old lady. 
And the boy with the lame little knee — 
This dear, dear, dear old lady. 

And the boy who was half -past three. 

— 2J. C. Bunner 

Duty of childem 

A child should always say what's true 
And speak when he is spoken to, 
And behave mannerly at table; 
At least so far as he is able. 

— Robert Louis Stevenson 
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A Dutch lullaby 

Wynkin, Blynkin, and Nod one night 

Sailed off in a wooden shoe — 
Sailed on a river of crystal light, 

Into a sea of dew. 
"Where are you going and what do you wish?*' 

The old moon asked the three. 
**We have come to fish for the herring fish 
That live in this beautiful sea; 
Nets of silver 'and gold have we!" 
Said Wynkin, 
Blynken, 
And Nod. 

The old moon laughed and sang a song, 

As they rocked in the wooden shoe. 
And the wind that sped them all night long 

Ruffled the waves of dew. 
The little stars were the herring fish 
That lived in that beautiful sea — 
"Now cast your nets wherever you wish — 
Never afraid are we;'* 
So cried the stars to the fishermen three : 
Wynken, 
Blynken, 
And Nod. 

All night long their nets they threw 
To the stars in the twinkling foam — 

Then down from the skies came the wooden shoe. 
Bringing the fishermen home; 

*Twas all so pretty a sail it seemed 
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As if it could not be, 
And some folks thought 'twas a dream they'd 
dreamed 
Of sailing that beautiful sea — 
But I shall name you the fishermen three: 
Wynken, 
Blynken, 
And Nod. 

Wynken and Blynken are two little eyes, 

And Nod is the little head. 
And the wooden shoe that sailed the skies 

Is a wee one's trundle-bed. 
So shut your eyes while mother sings 

Of wonderful sights that be, 
And you shall see the beautiful things 
As you rock in the misty sea, 
Where the old shoe rocked the fishermen three : 
Wynken, 
Blynken, 
And Nod. —Eugene Field 

The Owl and the Pussy Cat 

The Owl and the Pussy Cat went to sea, 

In a beautiful pea-green boat; 
They took some honey, and plenty of money, 

Wrapped up in a five-pound note. 

The Owl looked up to the moon above, 

And sang to a small guitar, 
*'0 lovely Pussy! O Pussy, my love! 

What a beautiful Pussy you are — You are, 
What a beautiful Pussy you are!" 
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Pussy said to the Owl, "You elegant fowl! 

How wonderfully you sing! 
O let us be married — ^too long we have tarried 

But what shall we do for a ring?" 

They sailed away for a year and a day 
To a land where the Bong-tree grows, 

And there in the wood, a piggy-wig stood 
With a ring in the end of his nose — His nose, 

With a ring in the end of his nose. 

''Dear Pig, are you willing to sell for one shilling, 
Your ring?" Said the piggy, "I will." 

So they took it away, and were married next day 
By the turkey who lives on the hill. 

They dined upon mice and slices of quince, 

Which they ate with a runcible spoon. 
And hand in hand on the edge of the sand 
They danced by the light of the moon — The 

moon, 
They danced by the light of the moon. 

— Edward Lear 

The wonderful world 

Great, wide, wonderful, beautiful world. 
With the beautiful water about you curled. 
And the wonderful grass upon your breast — 
World, you are beautifully dressed! 

The wonderful air is over me. 
And the wonderful wind is shaking the tree; 
It walks on the water and whirls the mills. 
And talks to itself on the top of the hills. 
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You friendly earth, how far do you go, 
With wheat fields that nod, and rivers that flow. 
And cities and gardens, and oceans and isles, 
And people upon you for thousands of miles? 

Ah, you are so great and I am so small, 

I hardly can think of you, world, at all; 

And yet, when I said my prayers to-day, , 

A whisper within me seemed to say : 

"You are more than the earth, though you're 

such a dot; 
You can love and think, and the world cannot." 

— William Brightly Rands 

Lady Moon 

Lady Moon, Lady Moon, where are you roving? 

Over the sea. 
Lady Moon, Lady Moon, whom are you loving? 

All that love me. 

Are you not tired with rolling, and never 

Resting to sleep? 
Why look so pale and sad, as forever 

Wishing to weep? 

Ask me not this, little child, if you love me. 

You are too bold; 
I must obey my dear Father above me, 

And do as I'm told. 

Lady Moon, Lady Moon, where are you roving? 

Over the sea? 
Lady Moon, Lady Moon, whom are you loving? 

All that love me. 

— Lord Houghton 
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Autumn fires 

In the other gardens 

And all up the vale, 
From the autumn bonfires 

See the smoke trail! 

Pleasant summer over 
And all the summer flowers, 

The red fire blazes, 

The gray smoke towers. 

Sing a song of seasons! 

Something bright in all! 
Flowers in the summer, . 

Fires in the fall! 

— Robert Louis Stevenson 

Seven times one 

There's no dew left pn the daisies and clover, 
There's no rain left in the Heaven; 

Tve said my "seven times** over and over, 
Seven times one are seven. 

I am old, so old I can write a letter, 

My birthday lessons are done; 
The lambs play always, they know no better, — 

They are only one times one. 

O Moon! In the night I have seen you sailing 

And shining so round and low; 
You were bright, ah bright! but your light is 
failing, — 

You are nothing now but a bow. 
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You Moon, have you done something wrong in 
Heaven, 

That God has hidden your face? 
I hope if you have, you will soon be forgiven. 

And shine again in your place. 

O velvet bee, you're a dusty fellow. 
You've powdered your legs with gold! 

O brave marshmary buds, rich and yellow, 
Give me your money to hold! 

O columbine open your folded wrapper, 
Where two twin turtle-doves dwell! 

cuckoo-pint, toll me the purple clapper 
That hangs in your clear green bell! 

And show me your nest, with the young ones 
in it, — 
I will not steal it away; 

1 am old! you may trust me, linnet, linnet, — 
I am seven times one to-day. 

— Jean Ingelaw 

The merry brown thrush 

There's a merry brown thrush sitting up in the 
tree; 

He's singing to me! He's singing to me! 

And what does he say, little girl, little boy? 

"Oh, the world's running over with joy! 
Don't you hear? Don't you see? 
Hush! look! in this tree, 
I'm as happy as happy can be!" 
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The brown thrush keeps singing: **A nest do you 
066} 

And five eggs are hid in the old apple-tree? 

Don't meddle! don't touch! little girl, little boy, 

Or the world will lose some of its joy! 
Now I'm glad! now I'm free! 
And I always shall be, 
If you never bring sorrow to me." 

So the merry brown thrush sings away in the tree. 
To you and to me, to you and to me; 
And he sings all the day, little girl, little boy, 
"Oh, the world's ruiming over with joy; 

But long it won't be, 

Don't you know? Don't you see? 

Unless we are as good as we ever should be." 

— Lucy Larcom 

How many seconds in a minute 

How many seconds in a minute 
Sixty, and no more in it. 

How many minutes in an hour? 
Sixty for sun and shower. 

How many hours in a day? 
Twenty-four for work and play. 

How many days in a week? 
Seven both to hear and speak. 

How many weeks in a month? 
Four, as the swift moon runn'th. 
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How many months in a year? 
Twelve, the almanac makes clear. 

How many years in an age? 
One hundred, says the sage. 

How many ages in time? 
No one knows the rhyme. 

— Christina G. Rossetti 
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America 

My country! 'tis of thee, 

Sweet land of liberty, 
Of thee I sing; 

Land where my fathers died! 
Land of the pilgrims* pride! 

From every mountain side 
Let freedom ring. 

My native country, thee — 
Land of the noble free — 

Thy name I love; 

I love thy rocks and rills, 

Thy woods and templed hills; 
My heart with rapture thrills 

Like that above. 

Let music swell the breeze. 
And ring from all the trees 

Sweet freedom's song; 

Let mortal tongues awake; 

Let all that breath partake; 
Let rocks their silence break,- 

The sound prolong. 

34 
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Our fathers* God to thee, 

Author of liberty. 
To Thee we sing; 

Long may our land be bright 
Wth Freedom's holy light; 

Protect us by Thy might, 
Great God, our King. 

— Samuel Francis Smithy D,D. 

Little brown hands 

They drive home the cows from the pasttu*e, 
Up through the long shady lane, 
Where the quail whistles loud in the wheat fields 
That are yellow with ripening grain. 

They toss the new hay in the meadow, 
They gather the elderblooms white, 
They find where the dusky grapes purple 
In the soft-tinted October light. 

They wave from the tall rocking tree top, 
Where the oriole's hammock nest swings; 
And at night they are folded in slumber 
By a song that a fond mother sings. 

Those who toil bravely are strongest. 
The humble and poor become great, 
And so from these brown-handed children 
Shall grow mighty rulers of state. 

The pen of the author and statesman, 
The noble and wise of the land. 
The sword and the chisel and palette 
Shall be held in the little brown hand. 

— M. H. Krout 
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The swing 

How do you like to go up in a swing, 

Up in the air so blue? 
Oh! I do think.it the pleasantest thing 

Ever a child can do! 

Up in the the air and over the wall, 

Till I can see so wide 
Rivers and trees and cattle and all 

Over the country side — 

Till I look down on the garden green, 
Down on the roof so brown — 

Up in the air I go flj^ng again, 

Up in the air and down! 

— Robert Louis Stevenson 

Winter-time 

Late lies the wintry sun a-bed, 
A frosty, fiery sleepy-head; 
Blinks but an hour or two; and then, 
A blood-red orange, sets again. 

Before the stars have left the skies, 

At morning in the dark I rise; 

And shivering in my nakedness, j 

By the cold candle, bathe and dress. 

Close by the jolly fire I sit 
To warm my frozen bones a bit; 
Or with a reindeer-sled explore 
The colder countries round the door. 
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When to go out, my nusse doth wrap 
Me in my comforter and cap; 
The cold wind bums my face, and blows 
Its frosty pepper up my nose. 

Black are my steps on silver sod; 
Thick blows my frosty breath abroad; 
And tree and house, and hill and lake, 
Are frosted like a wedding cake. 

— Robert Louis Stevenson 

Father, we thank thee 

For flowers that bloom about our feet, 
For tender grass so fresh, so sweet, 
For song of bird and hum of bee. 
For all things fair we hear or see, 
For blue of stream and blue of sky, 
For pleasant shade of branches high, 
For fragrant air and cooling breeze. 
For beauty of the blooming trees. 

For mother-love and father-care, 
For brothers strong and sisters fair. 
For love at home and here each day. 
For guidance lest we go astray, 
For this new morning with its light. 
For rest and shelter of the night. 
For health and food, for love and friends, 
For everything Thy goodness sends. 
Father in heaven, we thank thee. 

— Anonymous 
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Bed in summer 



In winter I get up at night, 
And dress by yellow candle light. 
In summer, quite the other way, 
I have to go to bed by day. 

I have to go to bed, and see 
The birds still hopping on the tree; 
Or hear the grown-up people's feet 
Still going past me on the street. 

And does it not seem hard to you. 
When all the sky is clear and blue. 
And I should like so much to play. 
To have to go to bed by day? 

— Robert Louis Stevenson 

Daisies 

At evening when I go to bed 
I see the stars shine overhead; 
They are the little daisies white 
That dot the meadow of the Night. 

And often while Fm dreaming so, 
Across the sky the moon will go; 
It is a lady sweet and fair, 
Who comes to gather daisies there. 

For when at morning I arise. 
There's not a star left in the skies; 
She's picked them all and dropped 

them down 
Into the meadows of the town. 

— Frank Dempster Sherman 
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Little Boy Blue 

The little toy dog is covered with dust, 
But sturdy and stanch he stands; 

And the little toy soldier is red with rust, 
And his musket moulds in his hands. 

Time was when the little toy dog was new, 

And the soldier was passing fair; 

And that was the time when our Little Boy 
Blue 

Kissed them and put them there. 

"Now don't you go till I come,*' he said; 

**And don't you make any noise!" 
So toddling off to his trundle-bed 

He dreamed of the pretty toys; 
And as he was dreaming, an angel's song 

Awakened our Little Boy Blue — 
Oh, the years are many, the years are long, 

But the little toy friends are true. 

Ay, faithful to Little Boy Blue they stand, 

Each in the same old place, 
Awaiting the touch of a little hand, 

The smile of a little face. 
And they wonder, as waiting these long years 
through, 

In the dust of that little chair. 
What has become of our Little Boy Blue 

Since he kissed them and put them there. 

— Eugene Field 
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The owl 



When cats ruh home and the light is come 

And the dew is cold upon the ground, 
And the far-off stream is dumb, 
And the whirring sail goes round, 
And the whirring sail goes round; 
Alone and warming his five wits. 
The white owl in the belfry sits. 

When merry milkmaids click the latch, 
And rarely smells the new-mown hay, 
And the cock hath simg beneath the thatch 
Twice or thrice his roundelay, 
Twice or thrice his roundelay; 
Alone and warming his five wits, 
The white owl in the belfry sits. 

— Alfred Tennyson 

The seal's lullaby 

Oh, hush thee, my baby, the night is behind us. 
And black are the waters that sparkled so green : 
The moon o'er the combers looks downward to 

find us 
At rest in the hollows that rustle between. 

Where billow meets billow, there soft be thy 
pillow; 

Ah, weary wee flipperling, ctu'l at thy ease, 

The storm shall not wake thee, not shark over- 
take thee, 

Asleep in the arms of th e slow-swingingseas. 

— Rudyard Kipling 
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Who stole the bird's nest? . 

"To- whit! to- whit! towhee! 
Will you listen to me? 
Who stole four eggs I laid, 
And the nice nest I made?" 

"Not I," said the cow, "Moo-oo! 

Such a thing I'd never do. 

I gave you a wisp of hay, 

But didn't take your nest away. 

Not I," said the cow, "Moo-oo! 

Such, a thing I'd never do." 

"To-whit! to-whit! to-whee! 
Will you listen to me? 
Who stole four eggs I laid. 
And the nice nest I made?" 

"Bob-oMink! Bob-o'-link! 
Now what do you think? 
Who stole a nest away 
From the plum-tree to-day?" 

"Not I," said the dog, "Bow-wow! 
I wotddn't be so mean, anyhow! 
I gave the hairs the nest to make, 
But the nest I did not, take. 
Not I," said the dog, "Bow-wow! 
I'm not so mean, aayhow." 

"To-whit! to-whit! to-whee! 
Will you listen to me? 
Who stole four eggs I laid, 
And the nice nest I made?" 
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"Bob-o'-link! BobK)'4ink! 
Now what do you think? 
Who stole a nest away 
From the plum-tree to-day?'* 

*' Coo-coo! Coo-coo! Coo-coo! 
Let me speak a word, too! 
Who stole that pretty nest 
From little yellow-breast ?* ' 

**Not I/' said the sheep; **oh, no! 
I gave wool the nest to Hne, 
But the nest was none of mine. 
Baa! Baa!" said the sheep; *'oh, no! 
I wouldn't treat a poor bird so." 

"To-whit! to-whit! to-whee! 
Will you listen to me? 
Who stole four eggs I laid, 
And the nice nest I made?" 

'*Bob-o*-link! Bob-o'-link! 
Now what do you think? 
Who stole a nest away 
From the plum-tree to-day?" 

** Coo-coo! Coo-coo! Coo-coo! 
Let me speak a work too! 
Who stole the pretty nest 
From little yellow-breast?" 

'*Caw Caw!" cried the crow; 
**I should like to know 
What thief took away 
A bird's n^st to-day?" 
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Cluck! Cluck!*' said the hen, 

Don't ask nfie again. 
Why, I haven't a chick 
Would do such a trick." 
We all gave her a feather, 
And she wove them together. 
I'd scorn to intrude 
On her and her brood. 
Cluck! Cluck!" said the hen, 
'* Don't ask me again." 

* * Chirr-g,-whirr ! Chirr-a- whirr ! 
All the birds make a stir! 
Let us find out his name. 
And all cry, *for shame!* " 

*'I would not rob a bird," 
Said little Mary Green; 
*'I think I never heard 
Of anything so mean." 

**It is very cruel, too," 

Said little Alice Neal; 

**I wo(^dier if he knew 

How sad the bird would feel?" 

A little boy hung down his head, 
And went and hid behind the bed. 
For he stole that pretty nest 
From poor little yellow-breast; 
And he felt so full of shame, 
He didn't like to tell his name. 

— Lydia Maria Child 
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MftTJorie's almanac 

Robins in the tree-top, 

Blossoms in the grass, 
Green things a-growing 

Everywhere you pass; 
Sudden little breezes, 

Showers of silvef" dew, 
Black bough and bent twig 

Budding out anew; 
Pine-tree and willow-tree. 

Fringed elm, and larch, — 
Don't you think that May-time's 

Pleasanter than March? 

Apples in the orchard 

Mellowing one by one; 
Strawberries upturning 

Soft cheeks to the sun; 
Roses faint with sweetness, 

Lillies fair of face. 
Drowsy scents and murmurs 

Haunting every place; 
Lengths of golden sunshine. 

Moonlight bright as day — 
Don't you think that summer's 

Pleasanter than May? 

Roger in the corn-patch 

Whistling negro songs; 
Pussy by the hearth-side 

Romping with the tongs; 
Chestiiuts in the ashes 

Bursting through the rind; 
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Red leaf and gold leaf 

Rustling down the wind; 

Mother **doin* peaches" 
All the afternoon, — 

Don't you think that autumn's . 
Pleasanter than June? 

Little fairy snow-flakes 

Dancing in the flue; 
Old Mr. Santa Claus, 

What is keeping you? 
Twilight and firelight 
- Shadows come and go; 
Merry chime of sleigh bells 

Tinkling through the snpw; 
Mother knitting stockings, 

Pussy's got the ball, 
Don't you think that winter's 

Pleasanter than all? 

— T. B. Aldrich 

• 
November 

The leaves are fading and falling, 
The winds are rough and wild, 

The birds have ceased their calling. 
But let me tell you, my child. 

Though day by day, as it closes. 
Doth darker and colder grow. 

The roots of the bright red roses 
Will keep alive in the snow. 
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And when the winter is over 

The boughs will get new leaves, 

The quail will confie back to the clover, 
And tHe swallow back to the eaves. 

The robin will wear on his bosom 
A vest that is bright and new, 

And the loveliest wayside blossonfils 
Will shine with the sun and dew. 

The leaves to-day are whirling, 
The brooks are all dry and dumb. 

But let me telj you, my darling, 
The spring will be sure to come. 

There must be rough, cold weather. 
And winds and rains so wild; 

Not all good things together 
Come to us here, my child. 

So when some dear joy loses 
Its beauteous summer glow. 

Think how the roots of the roses 
Are kept alive in the sAow. 

— Alice Cary 

He prayeth best 

He prayeth well who loveth well 
Both man and bird and beast; 

He prayeth best who loveth best 
All things both great and small; 

For the dear God who loveth us 
He made and loveth all. 

— Samuel T. Coleridge 
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A child's prayer 

God make my life a little light, 
Within the world to glow — 

A tiny flame that bumeth bright, 
Wherever I may go. 

God make my life a little flower, 

That bringeth joy to all, 
Content to bloom in native bower. 

Although its place be small. 

God make my life a little song. 

That comfprteth the sad, 
That helpeth others to be strong, 

And makes the singer glad. 

— M. Bethan Edwards 

A boy's song 

Where the pools are bright and deep. 
Where the gjray trout lies asleep. 
Up the river and o'er the lea. 
That's the way for Billy and me. 

Where the blackbird sings the latest, 
Where the hawthorn blooms the sweetest. 
Where the nestlings chirp and flee, 
That's the way for Billy and me. 

Where the mowers mow the cleanest, 
Where the hay lies thick and greenest; 
There to trace the homeward bee. 
That's the way for Billy and me. 



48 MEMORY GEMS 

Where the hazel bank is steepest, 
Where the shadow lies the deepest, 
Where the clustering nuts fall free, 
That's the way for Billy and me. . 

Why the boys should drive away 
Little maidens from their play, 
Or love to banter and fight so well, 
That's a thing I never could telL 

But this I know, I love to play 
Through the meadow," along the hay; 
Up the water and o'er the. lea. 
That's the way for Billy and me. 

— James Hogg 

A visit from St. Nicholas 

'Twas the night before Christmas, when all 

through the house 
Not a creature was stirring, not even a mouse; 
The stockings were hung by the chimney with 

care, 
In hopes that St. Nicholas soon would be there; 
The children were nestling all snug in their beds, 
While visions of sugar-plums danced in their 

heads; 
And Mamma in her kerchief, and I in my cap, 
Had just settled our brains for a lo;ng winter's 

nap. 
When out on the lawn there arose such a clatter, 
I sprang from my bed to see what was the matter, 
Away to the window I flew like a flash., 
Tore open the shutters and threw up the sash. 
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The moon, on the breast of the new-fallen snow, 
Gave a luster of midday to objects below; 
When, what to my wondering eyes should 

appear — 
But a miniature sleigh, and eight tiny reindeer, 

With a little old driver, so lively and quick, 
I knew in a moment it must be St. Nick. 
More rapid than eagles his coursers they came, 
And he whistled, and shouted, and called them 

by name. 
*'Now Dasher! now. Dancer! now, Prancer and 

Vixen! 
On, Comet! on, Cupid! on, Donder and Blixen — 
To the top of the porch, to the top of the wall! 
Now, dash away, dash away, dash away, all!" 
As dry leaves that before the wild hurricane fly,' 
When they meet with an obstacle, mount to the 

sky, 
So, up to the house-top the coursers they flew. 
With sleigh full of toys — and St. Nicholas, too. 
And then in a twinkling I heard on the roof 
The prancing and pawing of each little hoof. 
As I drew in my head, and was turning around, 
Down the chimney St. Nicholas came with a 

bound. 
He was dressed all in fur from his head to his foot. 
And his clothes were all tarnished with ashes 

and soot; 
A bundle of toys he had flung on his back. 
And he looked like a peddler just opening his 

pack. 
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His eyes how they twinkled! his dimples how 

merry! 
His cheeks were like roses, his nose like a cherry; 
His droll little mouth was drawn up like a bow, 
And the beard on his chin was as white as the 

snow. 
The stump of a pipe he held tight in his teeth, 
And the smoke, it encircled his head like a 

wreath. ^ 

He had a broad face, and a round little belly 
That shook when he laughed, like a bowl full of 

jelly. 
He was chubby and plump — a right jolly old 

elf, 
And I laughed when I saw him, in spite of my- 
self; 
A wink of his eye, and a twist of his head. 
Soon gave me to know I had nothing to dread. 
He spoke not a word, but went straight to his 

work. 
And filled all the stockings; then turned with a 

jerk, 
And laying his finger aside of his nose. 
And giving a nod, up the chimney he rose. 
He sprang to his sleigh, to his team gave a 

whistle. 
And away they all flew like the down on a thistle; 
But I heard him exclaim, ere he drove out of 

sight, 
** Happy Christams to all, and to all a good 

night!" 

— Clement C. Moore 
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Columbia, the gem of the ocean 

O, Columbia, the gem of the ocean, 
The home of the brave and the free. 
The shrine of each patriot's devotion, 
A worid offers homage to thee; 
Thy mandates make heroes assemble, 
When \Iiiberty*s form stamcis in view; 
Thy banners make tyranny tremble. 
When borne by the red, white, and blue. 
When borne by the red, white, and blue, 
When borne by the red, white, and blue, 
Thy banners make tyranny tremble. 
When borne by the red, white, and blue. 

When war winged its wide desolation. 
And threatened the land to deform. 
The ark then of freedom's foundation, 
Columbia rode safe through the storm; 
With garlands of vict'ry around her. 
When so proudly she bore her brave crew. 
With her flag proudly floating before her. 
The boast of the red, white, and blue. 
The boast of the red, white, and blue, 
The boast of the red, white, and blue. 
With her flag proudly floating before her. 
The boast of the red, white, and blue. 

The star-spangled banner bring hither. 
O'er Columbia's true sons let it wave; 
May the wreaths they have won never wither, 
Nor its stars cease to shine on the brave. 
May the service united ne'er sever, 
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But hold to their colors so true; 

The army and navy forever. 

Three cheers for the red, white, and blue, 

Three cheers for the red, white, and blue. 

Three cheers for the red, white, and blue. 

The army and navy forever. 

Three cheers for the red, white, and blue. 

—sjoseph Hopkinson 

O little town of Bethlehem 

O little town of Bethlehem! 

How still we see thee lie; 
Above thy deep and dreamless sleep, 

The silent stars go by; 
Yet in thy dark street shineth 

The everlasting Light; 
The hopes and fear of all the years. 

Are met in thee to-nigjit. 

For Christ is bom of Mary, 

And gathered all above. 
While mortals sleep the angels keep 

Their watch of wondering love. 
O morning stars together, 

Proclaim the holy birth! 
And praises sing to God the King, 

And peace to men on earth. 

How silently, how silently. 
The wondrous gift is given; 

So God imparts to human hearts 
The blessings of His heaven. 
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No ear may hear His coining, 

But in this world of sin, 
Where meek sotds will receive Him still, 

The dear Christ enters in. 

O holy Child of Bethlehem! 

Descend to us, we pray; 
Cast out our sin and enter in. 

Be bom in us today. 
We hear the Christmas angels 

The great glad tidings tell; 
O come to us, abide with us, 

Our Lord Immanuel. 

— Phillips Brooks 

My shadow 

I have a little shadow, that goes in and out with 

me. 
And what can be the use of him is more than I- 

can see; 
He is very, very like me, from the heels up to 

the head, 
And I see him jump before me when I jump 

into my bed. 

The funniest thing about him is the way he likes 
to grow, 

Nat at all like proper children, which is always 
very slow. 

For he sometimes shoots up taller, like an India- 
rubber ball. 

And he sometimes gets so little that there*s none 
of him at all. 
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He hasn't got a notion of how children ought 

to play, 
And can only make a fool of me, in every sort 

of way; 
He stays so close behind me, he's a coward you 

can see, 
I'd think shame to stick to nursie as that shadow 

sticks to me. 

One morning very early, before the sun was up, 
I rose and found the shining dew on every 

butter-cup, 
But my lazy little shadow, like an arrant sleepy 

head, 
Had staid at home behind me, and was fast 

asleep in bed. 

— Robert Louis Stevenson 



The sandman 

The rosy clouds float overhead. 

The sun is going down; 
And now the sandman's gentle tread 

Comes stealing through the town. 
*'White sand, white sand," he softly cries. 

And as he shakes his hand 
Straightway there lies on babies' eyes 

His gift of shining sand. 
Blue eyes, gray eyes, black eyes, and brown, 
As shuts the rose, they softly close, when he 
goes through the town. 
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From sunny beaches far away — 

Yes, in another land — 
He gathers up at break of day 

His store of shining sand. 
No tempests beat that shore remote, 

No ships may sail that way; 
His little boat alone may float 

Within that lonely bay. 
Blue eyes, gray eyes, black eyes, asnd brown, 
As shuts the rose, they softly close, when he 
goes through the town. 

He smiles to see the eyelids close 

Above the happy eyes; 
And every child right well he knows, — 

Oh, he is very wise! 
But if, as he goes through the land, 

A naughty baby cries. 
His other hand takes dull gray sand 

To close the wakeful eyes. 
Blue eyes, gray eyes, black eyes, and brown. 
As shuts the rose, they softly close, when he 
goes through the town. 

So when you hear the sandman's song 
Sound through the twilight sweet, 

Be sure you do not keep him long 
A-waiting on the street. 

Lie softly down, dear little head. 
Rest quiet, busy hands. 

Till, by your bed his good night said. 
He strews the shining sands, 
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Blue eyes, gray eyes, black eyes, and brown, 
As shuts the rose, they softly clcse, when he 
goes thrQUgh the town. 

— Margaret Vandegrift 
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Sweet and low 

Sweet aad low, sweet and low, 

Wind of the western sea! 
Low, low, breathe and blow. 
Wind of the western sea! 
Over the rolling waters go; 
Come from the dying moon, and blow, 

Blow him again to me; 
While my little one, while my pretty one, sleeps. 

Sleep and rest, sleep and rest! 

Father will come to thee soon. 
Rest, rest, on thy mother*s breast; 

Father will come to thee soon! 
Father will come to his babe in the nest; 
Silver sails all out of the west. 

Under the silver moon. 
Sleep, my little one! Sleep, my pretty one, sleep! 

— Alfred Tennyson 

To a child 

Small service is true service while it lasts. 

Of htmiblest friends, bright creatures, scorn 
not one. 
The daisy, by the shadow that it casts. 

Protects the lingering dewdrop from the sun. 

— William Wordsworth 
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Fairy folk 

Up the airy mountain, 

Down the rushy glen, 
We dare not go a-hunting 

For fear of little men; 
Wee folk, good folk, 

Trooping all together; 
Green jacket, red cap. 

And white owl's feather! 

Down along the rocky shore 

Some make their home, — 
They live on crispy pancakes 

Of yellow tide-foam; 
Some in the reeds 

Of the black mountain-lake, 
With frogs for their watch-dogs^ 

All night awake. 

High on the hill-tops 

The old King sits; 
He is now so old and gray 

He's nigh lost his wits. 
With a bridge of white mist 

Columbkill he crosses. 
On his stately journeys 

From Slieveleague to Rosses; 
Or going up with music 

On cold starry nights, 
To sup with the Queen 

Of the gay Northern ^Lights. 
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They stole little Bridget 

For seven years long; 
When she came down again 

Her friends were all gone. 
They took her lightly back, 

Between the night and morrow; 
They thought that she was fast asleep. 

But she was dead with sorrow. 
They have kept her ever since 

Deep within the lakes, 
On a bed of flag-leaves. 

Watching till she wakes. 

I By the craggy hill-side, 

' Through the mosses bare, 

They have planted thorn trees 
For pleasure here and there. 
' Is any man so daring 

As to dig one up in spite. 
He shall find the thomies set 
In his bed at night. 

Up the airy mountain, 

Down the rushy glen, 
We daren't go a-hunting 

For fear of little men; 
Wee folk, good folk. 

Trooping all together; 
Green jacket, red cap, 

And white owl's feather! 

— William Allingham 
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The night wind 

Have you heard the wind go "Yooooo"? 
*Tis a pitiful sound to hear! 
It seems to chill you through and through 
With a strange and speechless fear; 
It's the voice of the night that broods outside 
When folks should be asleep, 
And many and many's the time IVe cried 
To the darkness that brooded far and wide 
Over the land and deep: 
**Whom do you want, O lonely night, 
That you wait the long hours through?" 
And the night wind would say in its ghostly way: 

**Yooooooo! 

Yooooooo! 

Yooooooo!'* 

My mother told me long ago 
(When I was a little lad). 
That when the night wind went wailing so, 
Somebody had been bad; 
And then when I was snug in bed, 
Whither I had been sent, 
With the blankets drawn up around my head, 
I'd think of what my mother 'd said, 
And wonder what boy she meant! 
**And who's been bad to-day?" I'd ask 
Of the wind that hoarsely blew; 
And that voice would say in its awful way: 

"Yooooooo! 

Yooooooo! 

Yoooooo!" 
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That this was true I must allow — 
You'll not believe it, though! 
Yes, though I'm quite a model now, 
I was not always so, 
And if you doubt what things I say, 
Suppose you make the test; 
Suppose when you've been bad some day, 
And up to bed are sent away 
From mother and the rest — 
Suppose you ask, "Who has been bad?" 
And then you'll hear what's true: 
For the wind will moan in its ruefullest tone: 
**Yooooooo! 

Yooooooo! 

Yooooooo!" 

— Eugene Field 

September 

The golden rod is yellow; 

The com is turning brown; 
The trees in apple orchards 

With fruit are bending down. 

The gentian's bluest fringes 

Are curling in the sun; 
In dusty pods the milkweed 

Its hidden silk has spun. 

The sedges flaunt their harvest 

In every garden nook; 
And asters by the brook-side 

Make asters in the brook. 
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From dewy lanes at morning 
The grapes' sweet odors rise; 

At noon the roads all flutter 
With yellow butterflies. 

By all these lovely tokens 

September days are here, 
With summer's best of weather, 

And autumn's best of cheer. 

— Helen Hunt Jackson 

Jack Frost 

The frost looked forth, one still clear night, 
And he said, "Now I shall be out of sight; 
So through the valley and over the height 

In silence Til take my way. 
I will go like the blustering train. 
The wind and the snow, the hail and the rain, 
Who make so much bustle and noise in vain. 

But I'll be as busy as they!" 

Then he went to the mountains and powdered 

its crest. 
He climbed up the trees, and their boughs he 

dressed 
With diamonds and pearls, and over the breast 

Of the quivering lake he spread 
A coat of mail that it need not fear 
The downward point of many a spear 
That he hung on its margin, far and near. 

Where a rock could rear its head. 
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He went to the windows of those who slept, 
And over each pane like a fairy crept; 
Wherever he breathed, wherever he stepped, 

By the light of the moon were seen 
Most beautifxd things; there were flowers and 

trees, 
There were bevies of birds and swarms of bees, 
There were cities, thrones, temples, and towers, 

and these 
All pictured in silver sheen! 

But he did one thing that was hardly fair, — 
He peeped in the cupboard, and finding there 
That all had forgotten for him to prepare, — 

**Now, just to set them a-thinking, 
m bite this basket of fruit," said he; 
*This costly pitcher 111 burst in three, 
And the glass of water they've left for me 

Shall *tchich!' to tell them I'm drinking." 

— H. F, Gould 

The Wind and the Moon 

Said the Wind to the Moon, **I will blow you out. 

You stare in the air 

Like a ghost in a chair, 
Always looking what I am about. 
I hate to be watched; I will blow you out." 

The Wind blew hard and out went the Moon. 

So, deep on a heap 

Of clouds, to sleep 
Down lay the Wind and slumbered soon — 
Muttering low, **I've done for that Moon." 
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He ttimed in his bed; she was there again. 

On high in the sky, 

With her one ghost eye, 
The moon shone white and alive and plain. 
Said the Wind, "I'll blow you out again." 



The Wind blew hard, and the Moon grew dim. 
"With my sledge and my wedge 
I have knocked off her edge. 
If only I blow right fierce and grim. 
The creature will soon be dimmer than dim/' 

He blew and he blew, and she thinned to a thread. 

"One puff more's enough 

To blow her to snuff! 
One good puff more where the last was bred, 
And glimmer, glimmer glum will go the thread/' 

He blew a great blast and the thread was gone; 

In the air nowhere 

Was a moonbeam bare, 
Far off and harmless the shy stars shone; 
Sure and certain the moon was gone! 

The Wind he took to his revels once more; 

On down, in town, 

Like a merry-mad clown, 
He leaped and halloed with whistle and roar, 
"What's that?" The glimmering thread once 
more. 
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He flew in a rage — ^he danced and blew; 

But in vain was the pain 

Of his bursting brain; 
For still the broader the moon-scrap grew, 
The broader he swelled his big cheeks and blew. 

Slowly she grew — ^till she filled the night, 

And shone on her throne 

In the sky alone, 
A matchless, wonderful, silvery light, 
Radiant and lovely, the queen of the night. 

Said the Wind: "What a marvel of power am'^I! 

With my breath, good faith, 

I blew her to death — 
First I blew her away right out of the sky — 
Then blew her in; what a strength am I!" 

But the Moon she knew nothing about the affair, 

For, high in the sky. 

With her one white eye. 
Motionless, miles above the air. 
She had never heard the great Wind blare. 

— George MacDonald 

Good night 

Good night! Good night! 
Far flies the light; 
But still God's love 
Shall flame above, 
Making all bright. 
Good night! Good night! 

— Victor Hugo 
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The sandpiper 

Across the lonely beach we flit, 

One little sandpiper and I; 
And fast I gather, bit by bit, 

The scattered driftwood bleached and dry. 
The wild waves reach their hands for it, 

The wild wind raves, the tide runs high. 
As up and down the beach we flit. — 

One little sandpiper and I. 

Above our heads the sullen clouds 

Scud black and swift across the sky; 
Like silent ghosts in misty shrouds 

Stand out the white lighthouses high. 
Almost as far as eye can reach 

I see the close-reefed vessels fly. 
As fast we flit along the beach, — 

One little sandpiper and I. 

I watch him as he skims along 

Uttering his sweet and mournful cry; 
He starts not at my fitful song. 

Nor flash of fluttering drapery. 
He has no thought of any wrong; 

He scans me with a fearless eye; 
Staunch friends are we, well tried and strong, 

The little sandpiper and I. 

Comrade, where wilt thou be to-night 
When the out-loosed storm breaks furiously? 

My driftwood fire will bum so bright! 
To what warm shelter canst thou fly? 
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I do not fear for thee, though wroth 
The tempest rushes through the sky; 

For are we not God's children both, 
Thou, little sandpiper, and I? 

— Celia Thaxter 

The barefoot boy 

Blessings on thee, little man, 
Barefoot boy, with cheek of tan! 
With thy tumed-up pantaloons. 
And thy merry whistled tunes; 
. With thy red lips, redder still 
Kissed by strawberries on the hill; 
With the sunshine on thy face. 
Through thy torn brim's jaunty grace: 
Prom my heart I give thee joy; — 
I was once a barefoot boy! 

Prince thou art, — ^the grown-up man 
Only is republican. 
Let the million-doUared ride, — 
Barefoot, trudging at his side. 
Thou hast more than he can buy, 
In the reach of ear and eye: 
Outward sunshine, inward joy, — 
Blessings on thee, barefoot boy! 

Oh, for boyhood's painless play; 
Sleep that wakes in laughing day; 
Health that mocks the doctor's rules; 
Knowledge (never learned of schools) 
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Of the wild bee's morning chase, 
Of the wild flower's time and place. 
Flight of fowl, and habitude 
Of the tenants of the wood; 
How the tortoise bears his shell, 
How the woodchuck digs his cell, 
And the ground-mole sinks his well; 
How the robin feeds her yotmg, 
How the oriole's nest is hung; 

Where the whitest lillies blow, 
Where the freshest berries grow, 
Where the ground-nut trails its vine, 
Where the wood-grape's clusters shine; 
Of the black wasp's cunning way. 
Mason of his walls of clay, 
And the architectural plans 
Of gray hornet artizans! — 
For, eschewing books and tasks, 
Nature answers all he asks; 
Hand in hand with her he walks. 
Face to face with her he talks, 
Part and parcel of her joy, — 
Blessings on thee, barfeoot boy! 

Oh, for boyhood's time of June, 
Crowding years in one brief moon, 
When all things I heard or saw. 
Me, their master, waited for; — 
I was rich in flowers and trees, 
Humming-birds and honey-bees; 
For my sport the squirrel played. 
Plied the snouted mole his spade: 
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For my taste the blackberry-cone 
Purpled over hedge and stone; 
Laughed the brook for my delight 
Through the day and through the night 
Whispering at the garden wall, 
Talked with me from fall to fall! 
Mine the sand-rimmed pickerel pond, 
Mine the walnut slopes beyond. 
Mine on bending orchard trees 
Apples of Hesperides! 
Still as my horizon grew, 
Larger grew my riches, too; 
All the world I saw or knew 
Seemed a complex Chinese toy, 
Fashioned for a barefoot boy! 

Oh for festal dainties spread. 
Like my bowl of milk and bread, — 
Pewter spoon and bowl of wood, 
On the door-stone gray and rude! 
O'er me like a regal tent. 
Cloudy-ribbed, the sunset bent, 
Purple-curtained, fringed with gold, 
Looped in many a wind-swung fold; 
While for music came the play 
Of the pied frogs' orchestra; 
And, to light the noisy choir. 
Lit the fly his lamp of fire; 
I was monarch: pomp and joy 
Waited on the barefoot boy! 

Cheerily, then, my little man, 
Live and laugh as boyhood can. 
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Though the flinty slopes be hard, 
Stubble-spread the new-mown sward, 
Every mom shall lead thee through 
Fresh baptisms of the dew; 
Every evening from thy feet 
Shall the cool wind kiss the heat. 

All too soon these feet must hide 
In the prison-cells of pride, 
Lose the freedom of the sod. 
Like a colt for work be shod, 
Made to tread the mills of toil, 
Happy if their track be found 
Never on forbidden ground, — 
Happy if they sink not in 
Quick and treacherous sands of sin. 
Ah! that thou couldst know thy joy 
Ere it passes, Barefoot Boy! 

— John Greenleaf WhiUier 



Lucy Gray 

Oft I had heard of Lucy Gray; 

And, when I crossed the wild, 
I chanced to see at break of day 

The solitary child. 

No mate, no comrade, Lucy knew; 

She dwelt on a wide moor, — 
The sweetest thing that ever grew 

Beside a human door! 
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You yet may spy the fawn at play, 

The hare upon the green; 
But the sweet face of Lucy Gray 

Will never more be seen. 

*' To-night will be a stormy night — 

You to the town must go: 
And take a lantern, child, to light 

Your mother through the snow." 

*That, father, will I gladly do: 

'Tis scarcely afternoon — 
The minster-clock has just struck two; 

And yonder is the moon.*' 

At this the father raised his hook 

And snapped a fagot-band; 
He plied his work; — and Lucy took 

The lantern in her hand. 

Not blither is the mountain roe; 

With many a wanton stroke 
Her feet disperse the powdery snow. 

That rises up like smoke. 

The storm came on before its time. 

She wandered up and down; 
And many a hill did Lucy climb. 

But never reached the town. 

The wretched parents all that night 

Went shouting far and wide; 
But there was neither sound nor sight 

To serve them for a guide. 
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At daybreak on a hill they stood 

That overlooked the moor; 
And thence they saw the bridge of wood, 

A furlong from their door. 

They wept — and, turning homeward, cried, 
**In heaven we all shall meet!'* 

When in the snow the mother spied 
The print of Lucy's feet. 

Then downward from the steep hill's edge 
They tracked the footmarks small; 

And through the broken hawthorn hedge. 
And by the low sone wall: 

And then an open field they crossed; 

The marks were still the same; 
They tracked them on, nor ever lost; 

And to the bridge they came. 

They followed from the snowy bank 

Those footmarks, one by one, 
Into the middle of the plank; 

And further there were none! 

Yet some maintain that to this day 

She is a living child; 
That you may see sweet Lucy Gray 

Upon the lonesome wild. 

O'er rough and smooth she trips along. 

And never looks behind; 
And sings a solitary song 

That whistles in the wind. 

— William Wordsworth 
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The children's hour 

Between the dark and the daylight, 
When the night is beginning to lower, 

Comes a pause in the day's occupations 
That is known as the Children's hour. 

I hear in the chamber above me 

The patter of httle feet. 
The sound of a door that is opened, 

And voices soft and sweet. 

From my study I see in the lamplight. 
Descending the broad hall stair. 

Grave Alice and laughing Allegra, 
And Edith with golden hair, 

A whisper, and then a silence; 

Yet I know by their merry eyes. 
They are plotting and planning together 

To take me by surprise. 

A sudden rush from the stairway, 

A sudden raid from the hall! 
By three doors left unguarded 

They enter my castle wall! 

They climb up into my turret 

O'er the arms and back of my chair; 

If I try to escape they surround me; 
They seem to be everywhere. 

They almost devour me with kisses. 
Their arms about me entwine. 

Till I think of the Bishop of Bingen 
In his Mouse-tower on the Rhine. 
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Do you think, O blue-eyed banditti, 
Because you have scaled the wall, 

Such an old mustache as I am 
Is not a match for you all? 

I have you fast in my fortress, 

And will not let you depart. 
But put you down into the dungeons 

In the round tower of my heart. 

And there will I keep you forever, 

Yes, forever and a day. 
Till the walls shall crumble to ruin, 

And molder in dust away. 

— Henry Wadsworth Longfellow 



The village blacksmith 

Under a spreading chestnut tree 
The village smithy stands; 

The smith, a mighty man is he. 
With large and sinewy hands; 

And the muscles of his brawny arms 
Are strong as iron bands. 

His hair is crisp, and black, and long; 

His face is like the tan; 
His brow is wet with honest sweat; 

He earns whatever he can, 
And looks the whole world in the face. 

For he owes not any man. 
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Week in, week out, from mom till night, 
You can hear his bellows blow; 

You can hear him swing his heavy sledge, 
With measured beat and slow. 

Like a sexton ringing the village bell. 
When the evening sun is low. 

And children coming home from school. 

Look in at the open door; 
They love to see the flaming forge, 

And hear the bellows roar. 
And catch the burning sparks that fly 

Like chaff from a threshing floor. 

He goes on Sunday to the church. 

And sits among his boys; 
He hears the parson pray and preach. 

He hears his daughter's voice 
Singing in the village choir. 

And it makes his heart rejoice. 

It sounds to him like her mother's voice, 

Singing in Paradise! 
He needs must think of her once more — 

How in the grave she lies; 
And with his hard, rough hand he wipes 

A tear out of his eyes. 

Toiling, rejoicing, sorrowing. 

Onward through life he goes; 
Each morning sees some task. begun. 

Each evening sees it close. 
Something attempted, something done. 

Has earned a night's repose. 
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Thanks, thanks to thee, my worthy friend, 
For the lesson thou hast taught! 

Thus at the flaming forge of life 
Our fortunes must be wrought; 

Thus on its soimding anvil shaped 
Each burning deed and thought! 

— Henry Wadsworth Longfellow 

Thanksgiving day 

Over the river and through the woods, 
To grandfather's house we go; 

The horse knows the way 

To carry the sleigh 
Through the white and drifted snow. 

Over the river and through the wood 
Oh! how the wind does blow! 

It stings the toes 

And bites the nose, 
As over the ground we go. 

Over the river and through the wood. 
To have a first-rate play. 

Hear the bells ring, 

* * Ting-a-ling-ding ; ' * 
Hurrah for Thanksgiving Day! 

Over the river and through the wood, 
Trot fast, my dapple gray! 

Spring over the ground, 

Like a hunting hound! 
For this is Thanksgiving Day. 
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Over the river and through the wood, 
And straight through the barnyard gate. 

We seem to go 

Extremely slow, — 
It is so hard to wait! 

Over the river and through the wood^ 
Now grandmother's cap I spy! 

Hurrah for the fun! 

Is the pudding done? 
Hurrah for the pumpkin pie! 

— Lydia Maria Child 

Snowdrop 

Many, many welcomes, 
February, fair maid, 
Ever as of old time. 
Solitary firstling, 
Coming in the cold time. 
Prophet of the gay time. 
Prophet of the May time. 
Prophet of the roses. 
Many, many welcomes, 
February, fair maid. 

— 'Alfred Tennyson 

Wishing 

Ring ting! I wish I were a Primrose, 

A bright yellow Primrose, blowing in the spring! 

The stooping bough above me. 

The wandering bee to love me, 
The fern and moss to creep across. 

And the Elm-tree for our king! 
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Nay, — stay! I wish I were an Elm-tree, 
A great lofty Elm-tree, with green leaves gay! 
The winds would set them dancing. 
The sun and moonshine glance in, 
And birds would house among the- boughs. 
And sweetly sing. 

Oh no! I wish I were a Robin, — 

A Robin, or a little Wren, everywhere to go, 

Through forest, field, or garden, 

And ask no leave or pardon. 
Till winter comes with icy thumbs 

To ruffle up our wing! 

Well — tell! where should I fly to. 

Where go to sleep in the dark wood or dell? 

Before the day was over. 

Home must come the rover, 
Por mother's kiss, — sweeter this 

Than any other thing. 

— William Allinghatn 
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The brook 

I come from haunts of coot and hem, 

I make a sudden sally, 
And sparkle out among the fern, 

To bicker down a valley. 

By thirsty hills I hurry down, 
Or slip between the ridges. 

By twenty thorps, a little town, 
And half a hundred bridges. 

Till last by Philip's farm I flow 
To join the brimming river. 

For men may come and men may go, 
But I go on forever. 

I clatter over stony ways 
In little sharps and trebles. 

I bubble into eddying bays, 
I babble on the pebbles. 

With many a curve my bank I fret 
By many a field and fallow. 

And many a fairy foreland set 
With willow-weed and mallow. 

79 
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I chatter, chatter, as I flow 
To join the brimming river. 

For men may come and men may go, 
But I go on forever. 

I wind about, and in and out 
With here a blossom sailing. 

And here and there a lusty trout. 
And here and there a grayling. 

And here and there a foamy flake 

Upon me, as I travel 
With many a silvery water break 

Above the golden gravel 

And draw them all along, and flow 
To join the brimming river. 

For men may come and men may go. 
But I go on forever. 

I steal by lawns and grassy plots, 

I slide by hazel covers; 
I move the happy forget-me-nots 

That grow for sweet lovers. 

I slip, I slide, I gloom, I glance, 
Among my skimming swallows. 

I make the netted sunbeam dance 
Against my sandy shallows. 

I murmur under moon and stars 
In brambly wildernesses; 

I linger by my shingly bars; 
I loiter round my cresses. 
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And out again I curve and flow 

To join the brimming river, 
For men may come and men may go, 

But I go on forever. 

— Alfred Tennyson 

Beautiful things 

Beautiful faces are those that wear — 
It matters little if dark or fair — 
Whole-souled honesty printed there. 

Beautiful eyes are those that show. 

Like crystal panes where hearth fires glow, 

Beautiful thoughts that bum below. 

Beautiful lips are those whose words 
Leap from the heart like songs of birds. 
Yet whose utterance prudence girds. 

Beautiful hands are those that do 
Work that is earnest, brave, and true, 
Moment by moment the long day through. 

Beautiful feet are those that go 
On kindly errands to and fro — 
Down the humblest ways, if God wills it so. 

Beautiful shoulders are those that bear 
The needful burdens of homely care 
With patient grace and daily prayer. 

Beautiful lives are those that bless 

Silent rivers of happiness. 

Whose hidden foimtains but few may guess. 

— Jane Taylor 
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The mountain and the squirrel 

The mountain and the squirrel 

Had a quarrel, 

And the former called the latter "Little Prig" ; 

Bun replied, 

"You are doubtless very big; 

But all sorts of things and weather 

Must be taken in together 

To make up a year 

And a sphere. 

And I think it no disgrace 

To occupy my place. 

If I*m not so large as you, 

You are not so small as I, 

And not half so spry. 

I'll not deny you make 

A very pretty squirrel track. 

Talents differ; all is well and wisely put; 

If I cannot carry forests on my back, 
Neither can you crack a nut.*' 

— R, W. Emerson 

To the fringed gentian 

Thou blossom, bright with autumn dew. 
And colored with heaven's own blue. 
That openest when the quiet light 
Succeeds the keen and frosty night, 

Thou comest not when violets lean 

O'er wandering brooks and springs unseen, 

Or columbines, in purple dressed. 

Nod o'er the ground-bird's hidden nest. 
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Thou waitest late, and com'st alone, 
When woods are bare and birds are flown, 
And frosts and shortening days portend 
The aged year is near its end. 

Then doth thy sweet and quiet eye 
Look through its fringes to the sky, 
Blue, blue, as if that sky let fall 
A flower from its cerulean wall. 

I would that thus when I shall see 
The hour of death draw near to me, 
Hope, blossoming within my breast, 
May look to heaven as I depart. 

— William Cullen Bryant 

Twenty-third psalm 

The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not want. 

He maketh me to lie down in green pastures : 
he leadeth me beside the still waters. 

He restoreth my soul: he leadeth me in the 
paths of righteousness for his name's sake. 

Yea, though I walk through the valley of the 
shadow of death, I will fear no evil; for thou art 
with me; thy rod and thy staff they comfort me. 

Thou preparest a table before me in the 
presence of mine enemies; thou anointest my 
head with oil; my cup runneth over. 

Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all 
the days of my life; and I will dwell in the house 
of the Lord for ever. 

—Bible 
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How the leaves came down 

111 tell you how the leaves came down. 

The great tree to his children said, 
**YouVe getting sleepy, Yellow and Brown; 

Yes, very sleepy, little Red; 

It is quite time to go to bed/' 

"Ah!** begged each silly, pouting leaf, 
**Let us a little longer stay. 

Dear Father Tree, behold our grief; 
'Tis such a very pleasant day, 
We do not want to go away.'* 

So, just for one more merry day 
To the great tree the leaflets clung. 

Frolicked and danced and had their way. 
Upon the autumn breezes swung. 
Whispering all their sports among. 

^Terhaps the great tree will forget, 
And let us stay until the spring, 

If we all beg and coax, and fret.*' 

But the great tree did no such thing; 
He smiled to hear their whispering. 

**Come, children, all to bed," he cried; 
And ere the leaves could urge their prayer, 

He shook his head, and far and wide. 
Fluttering and rustling everywhere, 
Down fled the leaflets through the air. 
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I saw them; on the ground they lay, 
Golden and red, a huddled swarm, 

Waiting till one from far away, 

White bed clothes heaped upon her arm. 
Should come to wrap them safe and warm. 

The great bare tree looked down and smiled; 

"Good-night, dear little leaves,** he said, 
And from below each sleepy child 

Replied **Good-night,*' and murmured, 

**It is so nice to go to bed!" 

— Susan Coolidge 

The circus-day parade 

Oh the Circus-Day parade! How the bugles 
played and played! 

And how the glossy horses tossed their flossy 
manes, and neighed, 

As the rattle and the rhyme of the tenor- drum- 
mer's time 

Filled all the hungry hearts of us with melody 
sublime! 

How the grand band-wagon shone with a splen- 
dor all its own, 

And glittered with a glory that our dreams had 
never known! 

And how the boys behind, high and low of every 
kind. 

Marched in unconscious capture, with a rapture 
undefined! 
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How the horsemen, two and two, with their 

plumes of white and blue. 
And crimson, gold and purple, nodding at me 

and you. 
Waved the banners that they bore, as the 

Kiiights in days of yore 
Till our glad eyes gleamed and glistened like the 

spangles that they wore! 

How the graceless-graceful stride of the elephant 

was eyed, 
And the capers of the little horse that cantered 

at his side! 
How the shambling camels, tame to the plaudits 

of their fame. 
With listless eyes came silent, masticating as 

they came. 

— James Whitcomb Riley 



Speak gently 

Speak gently; it is better far 
To rule by love than fear; 

Speak gently; let no harsh word mar 
The good we might do here. 

Speak gently to the little child; 

Its love be sure to gain; 
Teach it in accents soft and mild; 

It may not long remain. 
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Speak gently to the aged one, 
Grieve not the care-worn heart, 

The sands of life are nearly run; 
Let such in peace depart. 

Speak gently, kindly, to the poor; 

Let no harsh word be heard; 
They have enough they must endure, 

Without an unkind word. 

Speak gently to the erring; know 
They may have toiled in vain; 

Perhaps unkindness made them so — 
Oh, win them back again! 

Speak gently; *tis a little thing 
Dropped in the heart's deep well; 

The good, the joy, which it may bring. 
Eternity shall tell. 

— Bates 

October 

O, suns and skies and clouds of June, 
And flowers of June together. 

Ye cannot rival for one hour 

October's bright blue weather. 

When loud the bumble-bee makes haste, 

Belated, thriftless vagrant. 
And Golden-rod is dying fast. 

And lanes with grapes are fragrant; 
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When Gentians roll their fringes tight 
To save them for the raoming, 

And chestnuts fall frora satin burrs 
Without a word of warning; 

When on the ground red apples lie 

In piles like jewels shining, 
And redder still, on old stone walls. 

Are leaves of woodbine twining; 

When all the lovely wayside things 
Their white-winged seeds are sowing, 

And in the fields, still green and fair 
Late aftermaths are growing; 

When springs run low, and on the brooks, 

In idle golden freighting. 
Bright leaves sink noiseless in the hush 

Of woods for winter waiting; 

When comrades seek sweet country haunts 

By twos and twos together. 
And count like misers hour by hour, 

October's bright blue weather; 

O sun and skies and flowers of June, 
Count all your boasts together. 

Love loveth best of all the year 
October's bright blue weather. 

— Helen Hunt Jackson 
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Robert of Lincoln 

Merrily swinging on brier and weed, 
Near to thte nest of his little dame, 
Over the mountain side or mead, 

Robert of Lincoln is telling his name: 
**Bob-o-link, bqb-o-link, 
Spink, spank, spink, 
Snug and safe in that nest of ours, 
Hidden among the summer flowers. 
Chee, chee, chee." 

Robert of Lincoln is gayly dressed, 

Wearing a bright black wedding-coat; 
White are his shoulders, and white his crest, 
Hear him call in his merry note: 
• **Bob-o-link, bob-o-link, 
Spink, spank, spink, 
Look what a nice new coat is mine; 
Sure, there was never a bird so fine. 
Chee, chee, chee.*' 

Robert of Lincoln's Quaker wife. 

Pretty and quiet, with plain brown wings. 
Passing at home a patient life. 

Broods in the grass while her husband sings: 
**Bob-o-link, bob-o-link, 
Spink, spank, spink. 
Brood, kind creature; you need not fear 
Thieves and robbers while I am here. 
Chee, chee, chee." 
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Modest and shy as a nun is she, 

One weak chirp is her only note; 
Braggart and prince of braggarts is he. 
Pouring boasts from his little throat; 
"Bob-o-link, bob-o-link, 
Spink, spank, spink. 
Never was I afraid of man, 
Catch me, cowardly knaves, if you can, 
Chee, chee, chee.*' 

Six white eggs on a bed of hay, 

Flecked with purple, a pretty sight! 
There as the mother sits all day, 
Robert is singing with all his might: 
* *Bob-o-link, bob-o-link, 
Spink, spank, spink, 
Nice good wife that never goes out. 
Keeping house while I frolic about. 
Chee, chee, chee." 

Soon as the little ones chip the shell 
Six wide mouths are open for food; 
Robert of Lincoln bestirs him well, 
Gathering seeds for the hungry brood; 
** Bob-o-link, bob-o-link, 
Spink, spank, spink, 
This new life is likely to be. 
Hard for a gay young fellow like me. 
Chee, chee, chee." 

Robert of Lincoln at length is made 
Sober with work and silent with care; 
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Off is holiday garment laid, 
Half forgotten that merry air: 
**Bob-o-link, bob-o-link, 
Spink, spank, spink. 
Nobody knows but my mate and I 
Where our nest and our nestlings lie. 
Chee, chee, chee/* 

Summer wanes; the children are grown; 

Fun and frolic no more he knows; 
Robert of Lincoln's a himidrum crone; 
Off he flies, and we sing as he goes: 
** Bob-o-link, bob-o-link, 
Spink, spank, spink, 
When you can pipe that merry old strain, 
Robert of Lincoln, come back again. 
Chee, chee, chee.'* 

— Willima Cullen Bryant 



The ship of state 

.Thou, too, sail on, O ship of state! 
Sail on, O Union strong and great! 
Humanity, with all its fears, 
With all the hopes of future years. 
Is hanging breathless on thy fate! 

We know what Master laid thy keel. 
What Workman wrought thy ribs of steel, 
Who made each mast, and sail, and rope. 
What anvils rang, what hammers beat. 
In what a forge and what a heat 
Were shaped the anchors of thy hope! 
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Fear not each sudden sound and shock, 
*Tis of the wave and not the rock; 
'Tis but the flapping of the sail, 
And not a rent made by the gale! 
In spite of rock and tempest^s roar. 
In spite of false lights on the shore, 
Sail on, nor fear to breast the sea! 
Our hearts, our hopes, are all with thee; 
Our hearts, our hopes, our prayers, our tears. 
Our faith triumphant o'er our fears, 
Are all with thee, — are all with thee! 

— Henry W, Longfellow 



The warbler 

Warbler, of ttie pale gold breast, 

Whither, whither a'way? 
The wind is wild about the nest 
And into the sunset or the dawn 
The cherished nestlings all are gone; 
Heigh-ho! and will-a-day! 
Warbler, whither away? 

Warbler of the pale gold breast 
There's ever a home, you say, — 
Or be it east, or be it west; 
But ah! how sad to build and fihd 
No nestling one dky biut the wind! 
Heigh-ho! and well-a-day 
That's what the lone hearts say. 

— Clinton Scollard 
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The bluebird 

I know the song that the bluebird sings, 
Up in the apple-tree where he is swinging, 
Brave little fellow! The skies may look dreary, 
Nothing cares he while his heart is so cheery. 

Hark ! How the music leaps out from his throat ! 
Hark! Was there ever so merry a note? # 
Listen a while and you'll hear what he*s saying, 
Up in the apple-tree, swinging and swaying: 

"Dear little blossoms, down under the snow 
You must be weary of winter, I know; 
Hark, while I sing you a message of cheer! 
Summer is coming and springtime is here. 

Little White snowdrop, I pray you arise. 
Bright little crocus, come, open your eyes; 
Sweet little violet hid from the cold. 
Put on your mantle of purple and gold! 
Daffodils! Daffodils! Say. do you hear? 
Summer is coming and springtime is here!'* 

— £. H. Miller 

The builders 

All are architects of Fate, 

Working in these walls of Time; 

Some with massive deeds and great. 
Some with ornaments of rhyme. 

Nothing useless is, or low; 

Each thing in its place is best; 
And what seems but idle show 

Strengthens and supports the rest. 
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For the structure that we raise, 
Time is with materials fijled; 

Our to-days and yesterdays 

Are the blocks with which we build. 

Truly shape and fashion these; 

Leave no yawning gaps between; 
Think not, because no man sees, 

Such things will remain unseen. 

In the elder days of Art, 

Builders wrought with greatest care 
Each minute and unseen part; 

For the Gods see everywhere. 

Let us do our work as well, 
Both the unseen and the seen; 

Make the house where God may dwell, 
Beautiful, entire, and clean. 

Else our lives are incomplete, . 

Standing in these walls of Time, 
Broken stairways, where the feet. 

Stumble as they seek to climb. 

Build to-day, then, strong and sure, 
With a firm and ample base; 

And ascending and secure 
Shall to-morrow find its place. 

Thus alone can we attain 

To those turrets, where the eye 

Sees the world as one vast plain. 
And one boundless reach of sky. 

— H, W, Longlellow 
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To-day 

See here hath been dawning 

Another blue day; 
Think, wilt^thou let it 

Slip useless away? 

Out of eternity 

This new day is bom; 
Into eternity 

At night will return. 

Behold it aforetime 

No eye ever did; 
So, soon, it forever 

From all eyes is hid. 

Here hath been dawning 

Another blue day; 
Think, wilt thou let it 

Slip useless away? 

— Thomas Carlyle 

A psalm of life 

Tell me not in mdunrful numbers. 

Life is but an empty dream! 
For the soul is dead that slumbers, 

And things are not what they seem. 

Life is real! Life is earnest! 

And the grave is not its goal; 
Dust thou art, to dust retumest; 

Was not spoken of the soul. 
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Not enjoyment and not sorrow, 

Is our destined end or way; 
But to act, that each tomorrow 

Finds us farther than to-day. 

Art is long, and Time is fleeting, 

And our hearts, though stout and brave, 
Still, like muflBed drums are beating 

Funeral marches to the grave. 

In the world's broad field of battle, 

In the bivouac of Life, 
Be not like dumb, driven cattle! 

Be a hero in the strife! 

Trust no future, however pleasant! 

Let the dead Past bury its dead! 
Act, — ^act in the living Present! 

Heart within, and God o*er head! 

^Lives of great men all remind us 
We can make our lives sublime, 

And, departing, leave behind us 

Footprints on the sands of time; — 

Footprints, that perhaps another, 
Sailing o*er life's solemn main, 

A forlorn and shipwrecked brother. 
Seeing shall take heart again. 

Let us, then be up and doing, 

With a heart for any fate; 
Still achieving, still pursuing. 

Learn to labor and to wait. 

— Henry W. Longfellow 
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The landing of the pilgrims 

The breaking waves dashed high 
On a stem and rock-bound coast; 

And the woods against the stormy sky, 
Their giant branches tossed; 

And the heavy night hung dark 

The hills and waters o*er, 
When a band of exiles moored their bark 

On the wild New England shore. 

Not as the conqueror comes, 
They, the true-haerted came; 

Not with the roll of the stirring drums. 
And the trumpet that sings of fame; 

Not as the flying come. 

In silence and in fear^, — 
They shook the depths of the desert gloom 

With their hymns of lofty cheer. 

Amidst the storm they sang, 

And the stars heard and the sea; 

And the sounding aisles of the dim woods 
rang 
To the anthem of the free! 

The ocean eagle soared 

From his nest by the white wave's foam; 
And the rocking pines of the forest roared, — 

This was their welcome home! 
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There were men with hoary hair 

Amidst the pilgrim band; — 
Why had they come to wither there, 

A Wat from their childhood's land? 

There was woman's fearless eye 

Lit by her deep love's truth; 
There was manhood's brow serenely high, 

And the fiery heart of youth. 

What sought they thus afar? — 

Bright jewels of the mine? 
The wealth of seas, the spoils of war? — 

They sought a faith's pure shrine! 

Ay, call it hole ground, 

The soil where first they trod. 
They have left unstained what there they 
found, 
Freedom to worship God. 

— Felicia Hemans 

Warren's address 

Stadn! the ground's your own, my braves! 
Will ye give it up to slaves? 
Will ye look for greener graves? 

Hope ye mercy still? 
What's the mercy despots feel? 
Hear it in that battle peal! 
Read it on yon bristling steel! 

Ask it — ye who will. 
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Fear ye foes who kill for hire? 
Will ye to your homes retire? 
Look behind you! They're afire! 

And, before you, see 
Who have done it! — From the vale 
On they come! — and will ye quail? — 
Leaden rain and iron hail 

Let their welcome be! 

In the God of battles trust! 
Die we may — ^and die we must; 
But, oh where can dust to dust 

Be consigned so well. 
As where heaven its dew shall shed. 
On the martyred patriot's bed, 
And the rocks shall raise their head. 

Of his deeds to tell? 

— John Pierpont 

Lullaby for Titania 

You spotted snakes w:ith double tongue. 
Thorny hedgehogs, be not seen; 

Newts and blindworms; do no wrong. 
Come not near our fairy queen. 

Philomel, with melody 
Sing in our sweet lullaby; 
LuUa, luUa, lullaby; luUa, luUa, lullaby: 
Never harm nor spell not charm 
Come to our lovely lady nigh; 
So good-night, with lullaby! 
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Weaving spiders, come not here; 

Hence, you long-legg'd spinners, hence; 
Beetles black, approach not near; 

Worm nor snail, do no offence. 

Philomel, with melody 
Sing in our sweet lullaby; 
Lulla, luUa, lullaby; luUa, luUa, lullaby: 
Never harm nor spell not charm 
Come our lovely lady nigh; 
So good-night with lullaby! 

— William Shakepere 
(From Midsummer Night* s Dream) 

Old Ironsides 

Ay, tear her tattered ensign down! 

Long has it waved on high. 
And many an eye has danced to see 

That banner in the sky; 
Beneath it rang the battle shout, 

And burst the cannon's roar; 
The meteor of the ocean air 

Shall sweep the clouds no more! 

Her deck, once red with heroes' blood, 

Where knelt the vanquished foe, 
When winds were hurrying o'er the flood, 

And waves were white below. 
No more shall feel the victor's tread. 

Or know the conquer'd knee; 
The harpies of the shore shall pluck 

The eagle of the sea! 
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Oh, better that her shattered hulk 

Should sink beneath the wave; 
Her thunders shook the mighty deep, 

And there should be her grave. 
Nail to the mast her holy flag, 

Set every threadbare sail, 
And give her to the god of storms, 

The lightning and the gale! 

— Oliver W, Holmes 

The blue jay 

O Blue Jay up in the maple tree. 
Shaking your throat with such bursts of glee. 

How did you happen to be so blue? 
iDid you steal a bit of the lake for your crest. 
And fasten blue violets into your vest? 

Tell me, I pray you, — tell me true! 

Did you dip your wings in azure dye. 
When April began to paint the sky 

That was pale with the winter's stay? 
Or were you hatched from a blue-bell bright, 
'Neath the warm, gold breast of a sunbeam light, 

By the river one blue spring day? 

O Blue Jay up in the maple tree, 
A-tossing your saucy head at me. 

With ne'er a word for my questioning. 
Pray, cease for a moment your "ting-a-link,*' 
And hear when I tell you what I think. 

You bonniest bit of the spring. 
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I think when the fairies made the flowers, 
To grow in these mossy fields of ours, 

Periwinkles and violets rare, 
There was left of the spring's own color, blue, 
Plenty to fashion a flower whose hue 

Would be richer than all and as fair. 

So, putting their wits together, they 
Made one great blossom so bright and gay, 

The lily beside it seemed blurred; 
And then they said, **We will toss it in air; 
So many blue blossoms grow everywhere, 

Let this pretty one be a bird!** 

— Susan Hartly Sweit 

The tree 

The Tree's early leaf-buds were bursting their 

brown; 
** Shall I take them away?" said the Frost, sweep- 
ing down. 

**No, leave them alone 
Till the blossoms have grown,*' 
Prayed the Tree while he trembled from rootlet 
to crown. 

The Tree bore his blossoms, and all the birds 

sung; 
*' Shall I take them away?" said tlie Wind as he 
swung. 

*'No, leave them alone 
Till the berries have grown," 
Said the Tree while his leaflets quivering hung. 
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The Tree bore his fruit in the midsummer glow; 
Said the girl, **May I gather thy berries now?** 

**Yes, all thou. canst see; 
Take them: all are for thee,** 
Said the Tree, while he bent down his laden 
boughs low. 

— Bjornstjerne Bjornson 

Excelsior 

The shades of night were falling fast, 
As through an Alpine village passed 
A youth who bore, *mid snow and ice, 
A banner with the strange device, 
Excelsior 

His brow was sad; his eyes beneath 
Flashed like a falchion from its sheath. 
And like a silver clarion rung 
The accent of that unknown tongue. 
Excelsior! 

In happy homes he saw the light 
Of household fires gleam warm and bright; 
Above, the spectral glaciers shone. 
And from his lips escaped a groan, 
Excelsior! 

"Try not the Pass!" the old man said; 
**Dark lowers the tempest overhead. 
The roaring torrent is deep and wide!** 
And loud the clarion voice replied, 
Excelsior! 
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**0h, stay/' the maiden said, *'and rest 
Thy weary head upon this breast!*' 
A tear stood in his bright blue eye, 
But still he answered, with a sigh, 
Excelsior! 



**Beware the pine tree's withered branch. 
Beware the awful avalanche!" 
This was the peasant's last good-night. 
A voice replied far up the height, 
Excelsior! 

At break of day as heavenward 
The pious monks of St. Bernard 
Uttered the oft-repeated prayer, 
A voice cried throygh the startled air, 
Excelsior\ 

A traveller, by the faithful hound, 
Half -buried in the snow was found, 
Still grasping in his hand of ice 
That banner with the strange device, 
Excelsior! 

There in the twilight cold and gray, 
Lifeless, but beautiful, he lay, 
And from the sky, serene and far, 
A voice fell, like a falling star. 
Excelsior! 

— Henry W. Longfellow 
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The gladness of nature 

Is this a time to be cloudy and sad, 

When our mother nature laughs aroutid; 

When even the deep,blue heavens look glad, 
And gladness breathes from the blossoming 
ground? 

There are notes of joy from the hangbird and 
wren, 

And the gossip of swallows through all the sky; 
The ground-squirrel gaily chirps by his den, 

And the wilding bee hums merrily by. 

The clouds are at play in the azure space, 
And their shadows at play on the bright green 
vale, 

And here they stretch to the frolic chase, 
And there they roll on the easy gale. 

There's a dance of leaves in that aspen bower. 

There's a titter of wind in that beechen tree. 

There's a smile on the fruit and a smile on the 

flower. 

And a laugh from the brook that runs to the 

sea. 

And look at the broad-faced sun, how he smiles 
On the dewy earth that smiles in his ray, 

On the leaping waters and gay young isles, 
Ay, look, and he'll smile thy gloom away. 

— William Cullen Bryant 
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Barbara Frietchie 

Up from the meadows rich with corn, 
Clear in the cool September mom, 

The clustered spires of Frederick stand, 
Green-walled by the hills of Maryland. 

Round about them orchards sweep, 
Apple and peach tree fruited deep. 

Fair as a garden of the Lord 

To the eyes of that famished rebel hoard, 

On that pleasant morn of early fall 
When Lee marched over the mountain- wall; 

Over the mountains winding down, 
Hoi^ and foot, into Frederick town. 

Forty flags with their silver stars, 
Forty flags with their crimson bars. 

Flapped in the morning wind; the sun 
Of noon looked down, and saw not one. 

Up rose old Barbara Frietchie then, 
Bowed with her fourscore years and ten; 

Bravest of all in Frederick town, 

She took up the flag the men hauled down; 

In her attic window the staff she set, 
To show that one heart was loyal yet. 

Up the street came the rebel tread, 
Stonewall Jackson riding ahead. 




FIFTH GRADE 107 

Under his slouch hat left and right 
He glanced; the old flag met his sight. 

**Halt!*' — the dust brown ranks stood fast; 
"Fire!" — out blazed the rifle-blast. 

It shivered the window pane and sash; 
It rent the banner with seam and gash. 

Quick as it fell from the broken staff 
Dame Barbara snatched the silken scarf. 

She leaned far out of the window-sill, 
And shook it forth with a royal will. 

** Shoot, if you must, this old gray head. 
But spare your country *s flag," she said. 

A shade of sadness, a flush of shame, 
Over the face of the leader came: 

The nobler nature within him stirred 
To life at that woman's deed and word: 

**Who touches a hair of yon gray head 
Dies like a dog! March on!" he said. 

AH day long through Frederick street 
Sounded the tread of marching feet: 

All day long that free flag tost 
Over the head of the rebel host. 

Ever its torn folds rose and fell 
On the loyal winds that loved it well; 

And through the hill-gaps' sunset light 
Shone over it with a warm good-night. 
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Barbara Frietchie*s work is o'er, 

And the rebel rides on his raids no more. 

Honor to her! and let a tear 

Fall for her sake, on Stonewall's bier. 

Over Barbara Frietchie's grave 
Flag of freedom and Union, wave! 

Peace and order and beauty draw 
Round thy symbol of light and law : 

And ever the stars above look down 
On thy stars below in Frederick town. 

— John Greenleaf Whittier 

Before the rain 

We knew it would rain, for all the mom, 

A spirit on slender ropes of mist 
Was lowering its golden buckets down 

Into the vapory amethyst 

Of marshes and swamps and dismal fens, 
Scooping the dew that lay on the flowers, 

Dipping the jewels out of the sea, 
To sprinkle them over the land in showers. 

We knew it would rain, for the poplars showed 
The white of their leaves, the amber grain 

Shrunk in the wind — and the lightning now 
Is tangled in tremulous skeins of rain, 

— Thomas Bailey Aldrich 
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Stand by the flag 

Stand by the Flag! Its stars, like meteors gleam- 
ing, 

Have lighted Arctic icebergs, Southern seas, 
And shown responsive to the stony beaming 

Of old Arcturus and the Pleiades. 

Stand by the Flag! Its stripes have streamed in 
glory, 

To foes a fear, to friends a festal robe, 
And spread in rhythmic lines the sacred story 

Of freedom's triumphs over all the globe. 

Stand by the Flag! On land and ocean billow, 

By it your fathers stood, unmoved and true; 
Living, defended; dying, from their pillow 

With their last blessing passed it on to you. 
Stand by the Flag! Immortal heroes bore it 

Through sulphurous smoke, deep moat and 
armed defence. 
And their imperial shades still hover o'er it, — 

A guard celestial from Omnipotence. 

Stand by the Flag, though death shots round it 
rattle. 

And underneath its waving folds have met. 
In all the dread array of sanguine battle. 

The qtiiv'ring lance and glit'ring bayonet! 

Stand by the Flag, all doubt and danger scorning! 

Believe, with courage firm and faith sublime. 
That it shall float until th' eternal morning 

Pales in its glories all the lights of Time. 

— John Nicholas Wilder 
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The planting of the apple-tree 

Come, let us plant the apple-tree! 
Cleave the tough green-sward with the spade; 
Wide let its hollow bed be made; 
There gentle lay the roots, and there 
Sift the dark mold with kindly care, 

And press it o'er them tenderly. 
As roimd the sleeping infant's feet 
We softly fold the cradle-sheet. 

So plant we the apple-tree. 

What plant we in this apple-tree? 
Buds which the breath of summer days 
Shall lengthen into leafy sprays; 
Boughs where the thrush, with crimson breast. 
Shall haunt and sing, and hide her nest ; 

We plant upon the sunny lea 
A shadow for the noontide hour, 
A shelter from the summer shower. 

When we plant the apple-tree. 

What plant we in this apple-tree? 
Sweets for a hundred flowery Springs 
To load the May-wind's restless wings, 
When from the orchard row he pours 
Its fragrance through our open doors; 

A world of blossoms for the bee; 
Flowers for the sick girl's silent room. 
For the glad infant sprigs of bloom, — 

We plant_^with^the_apple-tree. 
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What plant we in this apple-tree? 
Fruits that shall swell in sunny June, 
And redden in the August moon, 
And drop when gentle airs come by 
That fan the blue September sky; 

While children, wild with noisy glee. 
Shall scent their fragrance as they pass, 
And search for them in tufted grass 

At the foot of the apple-tree. 

And when, above this apple-tree. 
The winter stars are quivering bright. 
And winds go howling through the night, 
Girls, whose eyes o'erflow with mirth, 
Shall peel its fruit by the cottage hearth; 

And guests in prouder homes shall see. 
Heaped with the orange and the grape, 

As fair as they in tint and shape. 

The fruit of the apple-tree. 

The fruitage of this apple-tree. 
Winds, and our flag of stripes and stars. 

Shall bear to coasts that lie afar. 
Where men shall ponder at the view, 
And ask in what fair groves they grew; 

And they who roam beyond the sea 
Shall think of childhood's careless day. 
And long hours passed in summer play. 

In the shade of the apple-tree. 
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Each year shall give this apple-tree 
A broader flush of roseate bloom, 

A deeper maze of verdurous bloom, 

And loosen, when the frost-clouds lower. 
The crisp brown leaves in thicker shower. 

The years shall come and pass; but we 
Shall hear no longer, where we lie. 
The summer's songs, the autumn sigh, 

In boughs of the apple-tree. 

But time shall waste this apple-tree. 
O, when its aged branches throw 
Thin shadows on the ground below 
Shall fraud and force and iron will 
Oppress the weak and helpless still? 

What shall the task of mercy be. 
Amid the toils, the strifes, the tears, 
Of those who live when length of years 

Is wasting this apple-tree? 

**Who planted this old apple-tree?*' 
The children of that distant day 
Thus to some aged man shall say; 
And, gazing on its mossy stem. 
The gray-haired man shall answer them: 

**A poet of the land was he. 
Bom in the rude but good old times; 
'Tis said he made some quaint old rhymes 

On planting the apple-tree." 

—William Cullen Bryant 
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Under the greenwood tree 

Under the greenwood tree 

Who loves to lie with me, 

And turn his merry note 

Unto the sweet bird's throat, 

Come hither, come hither, come hither : 

Here shall he see no enemy, 

But winter and rough weather. 

Who doth ambition shun. 

And loves to live i* the sun. 

Seeking the food he eats. 

And pleased with what he gets. 

Come hither, come hither, come hither : 

Here shall he see no enemy, 

But winter and rough weather. 

— Wiiliam Shzkspere 

(From As you like it) 

Aladdin 

When I was a beggarly boy. 

And lived in a cellar damp, 
I had not a friend nor a toy. 

But I had Aladdin's lamp; 

When I could not sleep from the cold, 

I had fire enough in my brain. 
And builded with roofs of gold. 

My beautiful castles in Spain! 

Since then I have toiled day and night, 
I have money and power good store. 
But rd give all my lamps of silver bright, 
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For the one that is mine no more; 
Take, Fortune, whatever you choose, 
You gave, and may snatch again; 
I have nothing 'twould pain me to lose, 
For I won no more castles in Spain! 

— William Cullen Bryant 

Home, sweet home 

'Mid pleasures and palaces though we may roam, 
Be it ever so humble, there's no place like home; 
A charm from the skies seems to hallow us there, 
Which, seek thro' the world, is ne'er met with 
elsewhere. 

Chorus 
Home, home, sweet, sweet home. 

Be it ever so humble, 
There's no place like home. 

I gaze on the moon as I tread the drear wild 
And feel that my mother now thinks of her child, 
As she looks on that moon from our own cottage 

door, 
Thro' the woodbine whose fragrance shall cheer 

me no more. 

Chorus 
An exile from home, splendor dazzles in vain; 
Oh, give me my lowly thatch'd cottage again; 
The birds singing gaily, that come at my call; 
Give me them, and that peace of mind, dearer 
than all. 

Chorus 

— John Howard Payne 
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The old clock on the stairs 

Somewhat back from the village street 

Stands the old-fashioned country seat; 

Across its antique portico 

Tall poplar trees their shadows throw. 

And from its station in the hall 

An antique time-piece says to all, — 

"Forever — ^never! 

Never — forever !' * 

Half-way up the stair it stands, 

And points and beacons with its hands 

Frpm its case of massive oak, 

Like a monk who, under his cloak, 

Crosses himself, and sighs alas! 

With sorrowful voice to all who pass, — 

"Forever — never ! 

Never — ^forever!' ' 

By day its voice is low and light; 

But in the silent dead of night. 

Distinct as a passing footstep's fall. 

It echoes along the vacant hall, 

Along the ceiling, along the floor. 

And seems to say at each chamber door, — 

"Forever, — never ! 

N ever — ^forever ! ' ' 

Through days of sorrow and of mirth. 
Through days of death and days of birth. 
Through every swift vicissitude 
Of chi^ngeful time, unchanged as it stood, 
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And as If, like God, it all things saw, 

It calmly repeats those words of awe, — 

* * Forever — never ! 
Never — ^forever!' ' 

In that mansion used to be 

Free-hearted Hospitality; 

His great fires up the chimney roared; 

Tke stranger feasted at his board; 

But like the skeleton at the feast. 

That warning time-piece never ceased, — 

* * Forever^never ! 
Never — ^forever!' ' 

There groups of merry children played. 

There youths and maidens dreaming strayed. 

O precious hours! O golden prime! 

And affluence of love and time! 

Even as a miser counts his gold, 

Those hours the ancient time-piece told, — 

* * Forever — never ! 
Never — ^forever ! ' ' 

— Longfellow 

Woodman, spare that tree 

Woodman, spare that tree! 

Touch not a single bough! 
In youth it sheltered me, 

And ril protect it now. 
'Twas my forefather's hand - 

That placed it near his cot; 
There, woodman, let it stand. 

Thy axe shall harm it not! 
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That old familiar tree, 

Whose glory and renown, 
Are spread o*er land and sea — 

And would'st thou hew it down? 
Woodman, forbear thy stroke! 

Cut not its earth-bound ties; 
Oh, spare that aged oak. 

Now towering to the skies! 

When but an idle boy 

I sought its grateful shade; 
In all their gushing joy 

Here, too, my sisters play'd. 
My mother kiss*d me here; 

My father pressed my hand 
Forgive this foolish tear. 

But let that old oak stand! 

My heart-strings round thee cling. 

Close as thy bark, old Sriend! 
Here shall the wild bird sing, 
' And still thy branches bend. 
Old tree! the storm still brave! 

And woodman, leave the spot; 
While I've a hand to save. 
Thy axe shall harm it not. 

— George P, Morris 
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There's a song in the air 

There's a song in the air! 

There's a star in the sky! 

There's a mother's deep prayer 

And a baby's low cry! 
And the star rains its fire while the Beautiftil sing, 
For the manger of Bethlehem cradles a king. 

There's a tumult of joy 

O'er the wonderful birth, 

For the virgin's sweet boy 

Is the Lord of the earth. 
Ay! the star rains its fire and the Beautiful sing. 
For the manger of Bethlehem cradles a king! 

In the light of that star 

Lie the ages impearled; 

And that song from afar 

Has swept over the world. 
Every heart is aflame, and the Beautiful sing 
In the homes of the nations that Jesus is king. 

We rejoice in the light, 
And we echo the song 
That comes down through the night 
From the heavenly throng. 
Ay! we shout to the lovely evangel they bring, 
And we greet in his cradle our Saviour and King! 

-^Josiah Gilbert Holland 
ii8 
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NobiUty 

True worth is in being, not seeming, 
In doing each day as it goes by 

Some little good — not in the dreaming 
Of great things to do by and by. 

For whatever men say in blindness 
And spite of the fancies of youth. 

There's nothing so kingly as kindness 
And nothing so royal as truth. 

We get back our mete as we measure. 
We cannot do wrong and feel right, 

Nor can we give pain and gain pleasure, 
For justice avenges each slight. 

The air for the wing of the sparrow, 
The bush for the robin and wren. 

But always the path that is narrow 
And striaght for the children of men. 

'Tis not in the pages of story 

The heart of its ills to beguile. 
Though he who makes courtship to glory 

Gives all that he hath for her smile. 

For when from the heights he hath won her, 

Alas! it is only to prove 
That nothing's so sabred as honor, 

And nothing so loyal as love. 
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We cannot make bargains for blisses, 
Nor catch them Hke fishes in nets, 

And sometimes the thing our life misses, 
Helps more than the thing which it gets. 

For good lieth not in pursuing 
Nor gaining of great nor of small, 

But just in the doing and doing 
As we would be done id by all. 

Through envy, through malice, through hating, 
Against the world, early and late. 

No jot of our courage abating, — 
Our part is to work and t:> wait. 

And slight is the sting of his trouble 
"Whose winnings are less than his worth. 

For he who is honest is noble 
Whatever his fortune or birth. 

— Alice Cary 



The blue and the gray 

Byt the flow of the inland river. 

Whence the fleets of iron have fled, 
Where the blades of the grave-grass quiver. 
Asleep are the ranks of the dead, — 
Under the sod and the dew. 

Waiting the judgment day: 
Under the one, the Blue; 
Under the other, the Gray. 
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These, in the robings of glory; 
Those in the gloom of defeat ; 
All, with the battle-blood gory, 
In the dusk of eternity meet, — 
Under the sod and the dew, 

Waiting the judgment day: 
Under the laurel, the Blue; 
Under the willow, the Gray. 

From the silence of sorrowful hours 

The desolate mourners go. 
Lovingly ladened with flowers. 

Alike for the friend and the foe, — 
Under the sod and the dew. 

Waiting the judgment day: 
Under the roses, the Blue; 
Under the lilies, the Gray. 

So, with an equal splendor 

The morning sun-rays fall. 
With a touch impartially tender 
On the blossoms blooming for all, — 
Under the sod and the dew, 
Waiting the judgment day : 
Broidered with gold, the Blue; 
Mellowed with gold, the Gray. 

So, when the summer calleth. 

On forest and field of grain, 
With an equal murmur falleth 

The cooling drip of the rain, — 
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Under the sod and the dew, 

Waiting the judgment day: 
Wet with the rain, the Blue; 

Wet with the rain the Gray. 

Sadly, but not with upbraiding, 

The generous deed was done; 
In the storm of the years that are fading 
No braver battle was won, — 
Under the sod and the dew. 

Waiting the judgment day: 
Under the blossoms, the Blue; 
Under the garlands, the Gray. 

No more shall the war-cry sever, 

Or the winding rivers be red; 
They banish our anger forever 
When they laurel the graves of our dead, — 
Under the sod and the dew, 

Waiting the judgment day: 
Love and tears for the Blue; 
Tears and love for the Gray. 

— Francis Miles Finch 

Sheridan's ride 

October 19, 1864 
Up from the south at break of day. 
Bringing to Winchester fresh dismay, 
The affrighted air of a sudden bore. 
Like a herald in haste, to the chieftain's door 
The terrible grumble, and rumble and roar. 
Telling the battle was on once more. 
And Sheridan twenty miles away. 
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And wider still those billows of war 

Thundered along the horizon's bar, 

And louder yet into Winchester rolled 

The roar of that red sea uncontrolled, 

Making the blood of the listener cold 

As he thought of the stake in that fiery fray, 

With Sheridan twenty miles away. 

But there is a road from Winchester town, 

A good broad highway leading down; 

And there, through the flash of the morning light, 

A steed as black as the steeds of night 

Was seen to pass as with eagle flight; 

As if he knew the terrible need 

He stretched away with utmost speed; 

Hills rose and fell — ^but his heart was gay. 

With Sheridan fifteen miles away. 

Still sprung from those swift hoofs, thundering 

south, 
The dust, like smoke from the cannon's mouth. 
Or the trail of a comet, sweeping faster and fas- 
ter. 
Foreboding to traitors the doom of disaster. 
The heart of the steed and the heart of the master 
Were beating like prisoners assaulting their walls, 
Impatient to be where the battle field calls; 
Every nerve of the charger was strained to full 

play. 
With Sheridan only ten miles away. 
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Under his spuming feet the road 

Like an arrowy Alpine river flowed, 

And the landscape flowed away behind 

Like an ocean flying before the wind; 

And the steed, like a bark fed with furnace ire, 

Swept on with his wild eyes full of fire; 

But lo! he is nearing his heart's desire, 

He is snufiing the smoke of the roaring fray, 

With Sheridan only five miles waay. 

The first that the General saw were the groups 
Of stragglers, and then the retreating troops; 
What was done — ^what to do — a glance told him 

both, 
And striking his spurs, with a terrible oath 
He dashed down the lines 'mid a storm of hurrahs, 
And the wave of retreat checked its course there, 

because 
The sight of the master compelled it to pause. 
With foam and with dust the black charger was 

gray; 
By the flash of his eye and the red nostril's play 
He seemed to the whole great army to say : 
*Trom Winchester town to save the day!" 

Hurrah! hurrah! for Sheridan! 
Hurrah! hurrah! for horse and man! 
And when their statues are placed on high, 
Under the dome of the Union sky — 
The American soldier's temple of fame — 
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There with the glorious General's name, 
Be it said, in letters both bold and bright: 
"Here is the steed that saved the day. 
By carrj^ng Sheridan into the fight 
From Winchester, twenty miles away!** 

— Thomas Buchanan Read 

The coming of spring 

There's something in the air 
That's new and sweet and rare — 
A scent of summer things, 
A whir as if of wings. 

There's something, too, that's new 
In the color of the blue 
That's in the morning sky. 
Before the sun is high. 

And though on plain and hill 
'Tis winter, winter still, 
There's something seems to say 
That winter's had its day. 

And all this charming tint. 
This whispering stir and hint 
Of bud and bloom and wing. 
Is the coming of the spring. 

And tomorrow or today 
The brooks will break away 
From their icy, frozen sleep, 
And run, and laugh, and leap. 
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And the next thing in the woods, 
The catkins in their hoods 
Of fur and silk will stand, 
A sturdy little band. 

And the tassels soft and fine 
Of the hazel will entwine, 
And the elder branches show 
Their buds against the snow. 

So, silently but swift. 
Above the wintry drift. 
The long days gain and gain. 
Until on hill and plain, — 

Once more, and yet once more, 
Returning as before, 
We see the bloom of birth 
Make yoting again the earth. 

— Nora Perry 

The flag goes by 

Hats off! 
Along the street there comes 
A blare of bugle, a ruffle of drums, 
A flash of color beneath the sky: 

Hats off! 
The flag is passing by! 
Blue and crimson and white it shines, 
Over the steel-tipped ordered lines. 

Hats off! 
The colors before us fly; 
But more than the flag is passing by. 
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Sea fights and land fights, grim and great, 
Fought to make and save the State: 
Weary marches and sinking ships; 
Cheers of victory on dj^ng lips; 

Days of plenty and years of peace; 
March of a strong land's swift increase; 
Equal justice, right and law. 
Stately honors and revered awe; 

Signs of a nation, great and strong 
To ward her people from foreign wrong; 
Pride and glory and honor, — ^all 
Live in the colors to stand or fall. 

Hats off! 
Along the street there comes 
A blare of bugles, a ruffle of drums; 
And loyal hearts are beating high; 

Hats off! 
The flag is passing by! 

— Henry Holcomb Bennett 

The Concord hjrmn 

By the rude bridge that arched the flood, 
Their flag to April's breeze unfurled, 

Here once the embattled farmers stood 
And fired the shot heard roimd the world. 

The foe long since in silence slept, 
Alike the conqueror silent sleeps, 

And Time the ruined bridge has swept 

Down the dark stream which seaward creeps. 
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On this green bank, by this soft stream, 
We set to-day the votive stone. 

That memory may their deed redeem. 
When, like our sires, our sons are gone. 

Spirit that made those heroes dare 
To die and leave their children free, 

Bid Time and Nature gentle spare 
The shaft we raise to them and thee. 

— R. W, Emerson 

May 

May shall make the world anew; 
Golden sun and silver dew. 
Money minted in the sky. 
Shall the earth's new garments buy. 
May shall make the orchards bloom; 
And the blossoms' fine perfume 
Shall set all the honey bees 
Murmuring among the trees. 
May shall make the bud appear 
Like a jewel, crystal clear, 
'Mid the leaves upon the limb 
Where the robin lilts his hymn. 
May shall make the wild flowers tell 
Where the shining snow-flakes fell. 
Just as tho' each snow-flake's heart. 
By some secret magic art. 
Were transmitted to a flower 
In the sunlight and the shower. 
Is there such another, pray. 
Wonder-making month of May? 

— F, D. Sherman 
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The first snow-fall 



The snow had begun in the gloaming, 

And busy all the night 
Had been heaping field and highway 

With a silence deep and white. 

Every pine and fir and hemlock 
Wore ermine too dear for an earl, 

And the poorest twig on the elm tree 
Was ridged inch deep with pearl. 

From sheds new-roofed with Carrara 
Came Chanticleer's muffled crow; 

The stiff rails were softened to swan's down- 
And still fluttered down the snow. 

I stood and watched by the window 

The noisless work of the sky, 
And the sudden flurries of snowbirds, 

Like brown leaves whirling by. 

I thought of a mound in sweet Auburn 
Where a little headstone stood; 

How the flakes were folding it gently. 
As did robins the Babes in the Wood. 

Up spake our own little Mabel, 

Saying, "Father, who made the snow?'' 
And I told her of the good All-Father 

Who cares for us here below. 

Again I looked at the snow-fall, 
And I thought of the leadened sky 

That arched o'er our first great sorrow. 
When the moimd was heaped so high. 
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I remembered the gradual patience 

That fell from that cloud like snow, 
Flake by flake, healing and hiding 
The scars that renewed our woe. 

And again to the child I whispered, 

**The snow that husheth all. 
Darling, the merciful Father 

Alone can make it fall!" 

Then, with eyes that saw not, I kissed her, 
And she, kissing back, could not know- 
That my kiss was given to her sister, 
Folded close under the deepening snow. 

— James R. Lowell 

Puck and the fairy queen 

Over hill, over dale. 
Through bush, through briar, 
Over park, over pale. 
Through flood, through fire, 
I do wander everywhere 
Swifter than the moon's sphere; 
And I serve the fairy queen 
To dew her orbs upon the green; 
The cowslips tall her pensioners be; 
In their gold coats spots you see; 
These be rubies, fairy favors. 
In those freckles live their savors; 
I must go seek some dew drops here. 
And hang a pearl in every cowslip's ear. 

— Shakspere 
(From Midsummer Night's Dream) 
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The snowstorm 

Announced by all the trumpets of the sky 
Arrives the snow, and, driving o'er the fields 
Seems nowhere to alight; the whited air 
Hides hills and woods, the river, and the heaven, 
And veils the farmhouse at the garden's end. 
The sled and traveler stopped, the courier's feet 
Delayed, all friends shut out, the house-mates sit 
Arotmd the radiant fireplace, inclosed 
In a tumultuous privacy of storm. 

Come see the north wind's masonry. 
Out of an unseen quarry evermore 
Furnished with tile, the fierce artificer 
Curves his white bastions with projected roof 
Round every windward stake, or tree, or door. 
Speeding, the myriad-handed, his wild work 
So fanciful, so savage, naught cares he 
For number or proportion. Mockingly 
On coop or kennel he hangs Parian wreaths; 

A swanlike form invests the hidden thorn; 
Fills up the farmer's lane from wall to wall, 
Maugre the farmer's sighs; and at the gate 
A tapering turret overtops the work. 
And when his hours are numbered, and the world 
Is all his own, retiring, as he were not, 
Leaves when the sun appears astonished Art 
To mimic in slow structures, stone by stone. 
Built in an age, the mad wind's night work. 
The frolic architecture of the snow. 

— R. W. Emerson 
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Burial of Sir John Moore 

Not a dnim was heard, not a funeral note, 
As his corpse to the rampart we hurried; 

Not a soldier discharged his farewell shot 
0*er the grave where our hero we buried. 

We buried him darkly, at dead of night, 
The sods with our bayonets turning; 

By the struggling moonbeam's misty light. 
And the lantern dimly burning. 

No useless coffin enclosed his breast. 

Nor in sheet nor in shroud we wound him; 

But he lay like a warrior taking his rest 
With his martial cloak arotmd him. 

Few and short were the prayers we said, 
And we spoke not a word of sorrow; 

But we steadfastly gazed on the face of the dead, 
And we bitterly thought of the morrow. 

We thought as we hollowed his narrow bed, 
And smoothed down his lonely pillow, 

That the foe and the stranger would tread o'er 
his head, 
And we far away on the billow! 

Lightly they'll talk of the spirit that's gone. 
And o'er his cold ashes upbraid him; 

But little he"ll reck, if they let him sleep on 
In the grave where a Briton, has laid him! 
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But half of our heavy task was done 

When the clock tolled the hour for retiring; 

And we heard the distant and random gun 
That the foe was sullenly firing. 

Slowly and sadly we laid him down, 

From the field of his fame fresh and gory! 

We carved not a line, we raised not a stone. 
But we left him alone with his glory. 

— Charles Wolfe 

Ring out, wild bells 

Ring out, wild bells, to the wild sky, 
The flying cloud, the frosty light; 
The year is dying in the night: 

Ring out, wild bells, and let him die. 

Ring out the old, ring in the new, 
Ring, happy bells, across the snow; 
The year is going, let him go; 

Ring out the false, ring in the true. 

Ring out the grief that saps the mind 
For those that here we see no more 
Ring out the feud of rich and poor; 

Ring in redress to all mankind. 

Ring our a slowly dying cause 
And ancient forms of party strife; 
Ring in the nobler modes of life, 

With sweeter manners, purer laws. 
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Ring out the want, the care, the sin, 
The faithless coldness of the times; 
Ring out, ring out my mournful rhymes, 

But ring the fuller minstrel in. 

Ring out false pride in place and blood, 
The civic slander and the spite; 
Ring in the love of truth and right. 

Ring in the common love of good. 

Ring out old shapes of foul disease; 

Ring out the narrowing lust of gold; 

Ring out the thousand wars of old. 
Ring in the thousand years of peace. 

Ring in the valiant man and free. 
The larger heart, the kindlier hand; 
Ring out the darkness of the land. 
Ring in the Christ that is to be. 

— Alfred Tennyson 
(From In Menwriatn) 

March 

The stormy March is come at last. 
With wind an,d cloud, and changing skies; 

I heard the rushing of the blast 
That through the snowy valley flies. 

Ah, passing few are they who speak, 
Wild, stormy month! in praise of thee; 

Yet though thy winds are loud and bleak, 
Thou art a welcome month to me. 
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For thou, to northern lands, again 

The glad and glorious sun dost bring. 

And thou hast joined the gentle train 
And wear'st the gentle name of Spring. 

And, in the reign of blast and storm, ■ 
Smiles many a long, bright, sunny day. 

When the changed winds are soft and warm. 
And heaven puts on the blue of May. 

Then sing aloud the gushing rills 

In joy that they again are free. 
And, brightly leaping down the hills. 

Renew their journey to the sea. 

The year's departing beauty hides 
Of wintry storms the sullen threat ; 

But in thy sternest frown abides 
A look of kindly promise yet. 

Thou bring'st the hope of those calm skies. 
And that soft time of sunny showers. 

When the wide bloom, on earth that lies, 
Seems of a brighter world than ours. 

— William Cullen Bryant 

July 

When the scarlet cardinal tells 
Her dreams to the dragon fly, 

And the lazy breeze makes a nest in the trees 

And murmurs a lullaby. 
It is July. 
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When the tangled cobweb pulls 

The comflower^s cap awry, 
And the lillies tall lean over the wall 

To bow to the butterfly, 

It is July. 

When the heat like a mist veil floats, 

And poppies flame in the rye. 
And the silver note in the streamlet's throat 

Has softened almost to a sign, 

It is July. 

When the hours are so still that time 

Forgets them and lets them lie 
'Neath petals pink till the night stars wink 

At the sunset in the sky, 

It is July. 

— Susan Hartley Sweet 

A man's a man for a' that 

Is there for honest poverty 

That hangs his head, an' a' that? 
The coward slave, we pass him by; 

We dare be poor for a' that! 

For a' that, an' a' that; 

Our toils obscure, an' a* that; 
The rank is but the guinea's stamp — 

The man's the gowd for a' that! 

What tho' on hamely fare we dine, 

Wear hodden gray, an' a' that; 
Gie fools their silks, and knaves their wine — 
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A man's a man for a* that, 
For a* that, an* a' that; 
Their tinsel show, an* a* that; 
The honest map., though e'er sae poor, 
Is king o* men for a* that! 

You see yon birkie ca*d a lord, 

Wha struts an* stares, an* a* that — 
Tho* hundreds worship at his word. 

He's but a coof for a* that! 

For a* that, an* a* that; 

His riband, star, an* a* that; 
The man o* independent mind, 

He looks, and laughs at a* that! 

A prince can mak' a belted knight, 

A marquis, duke, an* a* that: 
But an honest man*s aboon his might — 

Gude faith, he mauna fa* that! 

For a* that, an* a* that, 

Their dignities, an* a* that, 
The pith o* sense, an* pride o* worth. 

Are higher ranks than a' that! 

Then let us pray that come it may 

(^As come it will for a* that). 
That sense an' worth, o*er a' the earth, 

May bear the gree, an' a' that! 

For a* that, an* a* that. 

It's coming yet for a' that — 
That man to man, the world o'er 
Shall brothers be for a* that! 

— Robert Burns 
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The white-footed deer 

It was a hundred years ago, 

When by the woodland ways 
The traveller saw the wild deer drink. 
Or crop the birchen sprays. 

Beneath a hill, whose rocky side 

O'erbrowed a grassy mead, 
And fenced a cottage from the wind, 

A deer was wont to feed. 

She only came when on the cliffs 
The evening moonlight lay. 

And no man knew the secret^haunts 
In which she walked by day. 

White were her feet, her forehead showed 

A spot of silvery white 
That seemed to glimmer like a star 

In autumn's hazy night. 

And here, when sang the whippoorwill. 
She cropped the sprouting leaves, 

And here her rustling steps were heard 
On still October eves. 

But when the broad midsummer moon. 

Rose o'er that grassy lawn. 
Beside the silver-footed deer 

There grazed a spotted fawn. 



J 



r 



it 



SIXTH GRADE 139 

The cottage dame forbade her son 

To aim the rifle here; 
It were a sin, she said, **to harm 
Or fright that friendly deer. 

** This spot has been my pleasant home 
Ten peaceful years and more; 

And ever when the moonlight shines, 
She feeds before oiir door. 

**The red-men say that here she walked 

A thousand years ago; 
They never raised the war-whoop here 

And never twang the bow. 

**I love to watch her as she feeds, 

And think that all is well 
While such a gentle creature haunts 

The place in which we dwell." 

The youth obeyed, and sought for game 

In forests far away. 
Where, deep in silence and in moss. 

The ancient woodland lay. 

But once, in autumn's golden time 

He ranged the wild in vain. 
Nor roused the pheasant nor the deer. 

And wandered home again. 

The crescent moon and crimson eve 
Shone with a mingling light; 

The deer upon the grassy mead. 
Was feeding full in sight. 
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He raised the rifle'to his eye, 
And from the cliffs around 

A sudden echo, shrill and sharp, 
Gave back its deadly sound. 

Away, into the neighboring wood, 
The startled creature flew, 

And crimson drops at morning lay 
Amid the glimmering dew. 

Next evening shone the waxing moon 

As brightly as before; 
The deer upon the grassy mead 

Was seen again no more. 

I 

But ere that crescent moon was old. 
By night the red-men came, 

And burned the cottage to the ground, 
And slew the youth and dame. 

Now woods have overgrown the mead 
And hid the cliffs from sight; 

There shrieks the hovering hawk at noon, 
And prowls the fox at night. 

—^William Cullen Bryant 

Mercy 

( From Merchant of Venice ) 

The quality of mercy is not strained; 
It droppeth as the gentle rain from heaven 
Upon the place beneath: it is twice blessed, — 
It blesseth him that gives and him' that takes; 
*Tis mightiest in the mightiest; it becomes 
The throned monarch better than his crown: 
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His scepter shows the force of temporal power, 

The attribute to awe and majesty, 

Wherein doth sit the fear and dread of kings; 

But mercy is above this sceptered sway, — 

It is enthroned in the hearts of kings, 

It is an attribute to God himself; 

And earthly power doth then show likest God's 

When mercy seasons justice. 

— Shakespere 

Abou Ben Adhem 

Abou Ben Adhem (may his tribe increase!) 
Awoke one night from a deep dream of peace, 
And saw, within the moonlight of his room, 
Making it rich and like a lily in bloom. 
An angel, writing in a book of gold. 
Exceeding peace had made Ben Adhem bold, 
And to the presence in the room he said, 
* * What writest thou ?" The vision raised its head. 
And with a look made of all sweet accord 
Answered, "The names of those who love the 

Lord." 
**And is mine one?'* said Abou. "Nay, not so,'* 
Replied the angel. Abou spoke more low. 
But cheerily still; and said, "I pray thee, then, 
Write me as one who loves his fellow-men." 
The angel wrote and vanished. The next night 
It came again, with a great awakening light. 
And showed the names whom love of God had 

blessed, 
And, lo! Ben Adhem's name led all the rest. 

— Leigh Hunt 
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Christmas everywhere 

Everywhere, everywhere, Christmas to-night I 
Christmas in lands of the fir-tree and pine, 
Christmas in lands of the palm-tree and vine, 
Christmas where snow peaks stanjd solemn and 

white, 
Christmas where cornfields lie sunny and bright ! 

Christmas where children are hopeful and gay, 
Christmas where old men are patient and gray, 
Christmas, where peace, like a dove in his flight, 
Broods o*er brave men in the thick of the fight. 
Everywhere, everywhere, Christmas to-night. 
For the Christ-Child who comes is the Master 

of all; 
No palace too great and no cottage too small, 

— Phillip Brooks 

The year's at the spring 

The year's at the spring; 

The day's at the morn; 
Morning's at seven; 

The hillside's dew pearled; 
The lark's on the wing; 

The snail's on the thorn: 
God's in His heaven — 

All's right with the world. 

— Robert Browning 
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To a water-fowl 

Whither 'midst falling dew, 
While glow the heavens with the last step of day, 
Far, through their rosy depths, does thou pursue 

Thy solitary way? 

Vainly the fowler's eye 
Might mark thy distant flight to do thee wrong, 
As, darkly painted on the crimson sky, 

Thy figure floats along. 

* 

Seek'st thou the plashy brink 
Of weedy lake, or marge of river wide. 
Or where the rocky billows rise and sink 

On the chafed ocean side? 

There is a power whose care 
Teaches thy way along the pathless coast. 
The desert and illimitable air, 

Lone wandering, but not lost. 

All day thy wings have fanned, 
At that far height, the cold, thin atmosphere, 
Yet stoop not, weary, to the welcome land, 

Though the dark night is near. 

And soon that toil shall end. 
Soon shalt thou find a summer home and rest. 
And scream among thy fellows; reeds shall bend. 

Soon, o'er thy sheltered nest. 

143 
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ThouVt gone; the abyss of heaven 
Hath swallowed up thy form; yet, on my heart, 
Deeply has sunk the lesson thou hast given, 

And shall not soon depart. 

He, who, from zone to zone, 
Guides through the boundless sky thy certain 

flight, 
In the long way that I must tread alone, 
Will lead my steps aright. 

— William Cullen Bryant 

The sea 

The sea! the sea! the open sea! 

The blue, the fresh, the ever free! 

Without a mark, without a bound, 

It runneth the earth's wide regions round; 

It plays with the clouds, it mocks the skies. 

Or like a cradled creature lies. 

I*m on the sea! I*m on the sea! 

I am where I wotdd ever be. 

With the blue above, and the blue below. 

And silence whereso'er I go. 

If a storm should rise, and wake the deep. 

What matter? I shall ride and sleep. 

I love, oh, how I love to ride 
On the fierce, foaming, bursting tide, 
When every mad wave drowns the moon. 
Or whistles aloft his tempest tune, 
And tells how goeth the world below, 
And why the sou*-west blasts do blow! 
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I never was on the dull, tame shore, 

But I loved the great sea more and more, 

And backward flew to her billowy breast. 

Like a bird that seeketh his mother's nest; 

And a mother she was and is to me. 

For I was born on the open sea! 

The waves were white, and red the mom, 
In the noisy hour when I was bom; 
And the whale it whistled, the porpoise rolled. 
And the dolphins bared their backs of gold; 
And never was heard such outcry wild 
As welcomed to life the ocean child! 

IVe lived since then, in calm and strife, 
Full fifty summer's a sailor's life. 
With wealth to spend and power to range. 
But never have sought nor sighed for change; 
And death, whenever he comes to me, 
Shall come on the wild, unbounded sea! 

— Bryan Waller Proctor 

The chambered nautilus 

This is the ship of pearl which poets feign 
Sails the unshadowed main, — 
The venturous bark that flings 

On the sweet summer wind its purple wings 

In gulfs enchanted, where the Siren sings. 
And the coral reefs lie bare. 

Where the cold sea-maids rise to sun their 
streaming hair. 
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Its webs of living gauze no more unfurl: 

Wrecked is the ship of pearl! 

And every chambered cell 
Where its dim dreaming life was wont to dwell, 
As the frail tenant shaped his growing shell, 

Before thee lies revealed, 
Its irised ceiling rent, its sunless crypt unsealed! 

Year after year beheld the silent toil 

That spread his lustrous coil; 

Still, as the spiral grew. 
He left the past year's dwelling for the new. 
Stole with soft step its shining archway through, 

Built up its idle door, 
Stretched in his last-found home, and knew the 
old no more. 

Thanks for the heavenly message brought by thee, 

Child of the wandering Sea, 

Cast from her lap, forlorn! 
From thy dead lips a clearer note is born 
Than ever Triton blew from wreathed horn; 

While on mine ear it rings. 
Through the deep caves of thought I hear a voice 
that sings: 

Build thee more stately mansions, O my soul, 

As the swift seasons roll! 

Leave thy low vaulted past: 
Let each new temple, nobler than the last. 
Shut thee from heaven with a dome more vast, 

Till thou at length art free. 
Leaving thine outgrown shell by life's unresting 
sea! — Oliver Wendell Holmes 
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Bannockbum 

At Bannockbum the English lay — 
The Scots they were na* far away, 
But waited for the break o' day 
That glinted in » the east. 

^t soon the sun broke through the heath 
And lighted up the field o' death, 
When Bruce, with soul-inspiring breath, 
His heralds thus addressed: 

Scots, wha hae wi* Wallace bled, 
Scots, wham Bruce has aften led; 
Welcome to your gory bed. 
Or to victorie. 

Now*s the day, and now*s the hour; 
See the front o' battle lower; 
See approach proud Edward's power — 
Chains and slaverie! 

Wha will be a traitor knave? 
Wha can fill a coward's grave? 
Wha sae base as be a slave? 
Let him turn and flee! 

Wha for Scotland's King and law 
Freedom's sword will strongly draw, 
Free-man stand, or free-man fa? 
Let him follow me! 

By oppression's woes and pains! 
By your sons in servile chains! 
We will drain our dearest veins, 
But thev shall be free! 
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Lay thy proud usurpers low! 
Tyrants fall in every foe! 
Liberty's in every blow! 
Let us do, or die! 

^ — Robert Burns 

Hohenlinden » 

On Linden when the sun was low 
All bloodless lay the untrodden snow, 
And dark as winter was the flow 
Of Iser, rolling rapidly. 

But Linden saw another sight 
When the drum beat, at dead of night. 
Commanding fires of death to light 
The darkness of her scenery. 

By torch and trumpet fast array'd 
Each horseman drew his battle-blade, 
And furious every charger neigh'd 
To join the dreadful revelry. 

Then shook the hills with thunder riven, 
Then rushed the steed to battle driven, 
And louder than the bolts of heaven 
Far flashed the red artillery. 

But redder yet that light shall glow 
On Linden's hills of stained snow, 
And darker yet shall be the flow 
Of Iser, rolling rapidly. 



J 



SEVENTH GRADE 149 

'Tis mom, but scarce yon lurid sun 

Can pierce the war-clouds rolling dun. 

Where furious Frank and fiery Hun 
Shout in their sulphurous canopy. 

The combat deepens. On, ye Brave, 
Who rush to glory, or the grave! 
Wave, Munich, all thy banners wave! 
And charge with all thy chivalry! 

Few, few, shall part where many meet! 
The snows shall be their winding-sheet. 
And every turf beneath their feet 
Shall be a soldier's sepulcher. 

— Thomas Campbell 

The arrow and the song 

I shot an arrow into the air. 
It fell to earth, I knew not where; 
For, so swiftly it flew, the sight 
Could not follow it in its flight. 

I breathed a song into the air. 
It fell to earth, I knew not where; 
For who has sight so keen and strong, 
That it can follow the flight of song? 

Long, long afterward in an oak 
I found the arrow, still unbroke; 
And the song, from beginning to end, 
I found again in the heart of a friend. 

— Longfellow 
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Horatius at the bridge 

The consuVs brow was sad, and the consurs. 
speech was low, 

And darkly looked he at the walls, and darkly at 
the foe. 

'*This van will be upon us before the bridge goes- 
down; 

And if they once may win the bridge, what hope 
to save the town?'* 

Then out spoke brave Horatius, the captain at 

the gate: 
"To every man upon this earth death cometh, 

soon or late. 
Hew down the bridge. Sir Consul, with all the 

speed ye may; 
I, with two more to help me, will hold the foe 

in play. 

In yon straight path a thousand may well be 

stopped by three. 
Now who will stand on either hand, and keep 

the bridge with me?*' 
Then out spake Spurius Lartius — a Rammian 

proud was he — 
**Lo! I will stand at thy right hand, and keep the 

bridge with thee.'* 

And out spake strong Herminius — of Titian 

blood was he — 
**I will bide on thy left side, and keep the bridge 

with thee." 
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**Horatius,'* quoth the consul, "as thou mayest,. 

so let it be." 
And straight against that great array, forth went 

the dauntless three. 

Soon all Etrurians noblest felt their hearts sink 

to see 
On the earth the bloody corpses, in the path of 

the dauntless three. 
And from the ghastly entrance, where those- 

bold Romans stood, 
The bravest shrank like boys who rouse an old 

bear in the wood. 

But meanwhile ax and lever have manfuUv been 

plied, 
And now the bridge hangs tottering above the- 

boiling tide. 
**Come back, come back,Horatius!*' loud cried 

the fathers all: 
"Back, Lartius! back, Herminius! back, ere the 

ruin fall!" 

Back darted Spurius Lartius;. Herminius darted 

back; 
And, as they passed, beneath their feet they felt 

the timbers crack; 
But when they turned their faces, and on the 

farther shore 
Saw brave Horatius stand alone, they would 

have crossed once more. 

But, with a crash like thunder, fell every loosened, 
beam, 
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And, like a dam, the mighty wreck lay right 

across the stream. 
And a long shout of triumph rose from the walls 

of Rome, 
As on the highest turret-top was splashed the 

yellow foam. 
And, like a horse unbroken, when first he feels 

the rein. 
The furious river struggled hard, and tossed his 

tawny mane. 
And burst the curb, and bounded, rejoicing to 

be free. 
And battlement, and plahk, and pier whirled 

headlong to the sea. 
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Alone stood brave Horatius, but constant still 

in mind; 
Thrice thirty thousand foes before, and the 
broad flood behind. 
Down with him!" cried false Sextus, with a 

smile on his pale face. 
Now yield thee!" cried Lars Porsena, ''now 
yield thee to our grace!" 

Round turned he, as not deigning those craven 

ranks to see; 
Nought spake he to Lars Porsena, to Sextus 

naught spake he; 
But he saw on Palatintis the white porch of his 

home. 
And he spoke to the noble river that rolls by 

the towers of Rome: 
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**0 Tiber! Father Tiber! to whom the Romans 

pray, 
A Roman's life, a Roman's arms, take thou in 

charge this day!" 
So he spake, and, speaking, sheathed the good 

sword by his side. 
And, with his harness on his back, plunged 

headlong in the tide. 

No sound of joy or sorrow was heard from either 

bank; 
But friends and foes, in dumb surprise, stood 

gazing as he sank. 
And when above the surges they saw his crest 

appear 
Rome shouted, and e'en Tuscany could scarce 

forbear to cheer. 

But fiercely ran the current, swollen high by 

months of rain; 
And fast his blood was flowing; and he was sore 

in pain. 
And heavy with his armor, and spent with 

changing blows: 
And oft they thought him sinking — but still 

again he rose. 

Never, I ween, did swimmer, in such an evil case. 
Struggle through such a raging flood safe to a 

landing place: 
But his limbs were borne up bravely by the brave 

heart within. 
And our good Father Tiber bare bravely up his 

chin. 
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**Curse on him!" quoth false Sextus; "will not 

the villain drown? 
But for his stay, ere close of day we should have 

sacked the town!" 
*'Heaven help him!" quoth Lars Porsena, **and 

bring him safe to shore; 
For such a gallant feat of arms was never seen 

before." 

And now he feels the bottom ; — now on dry earth 

he stands; 
Now round him throng the fathers to press his 

gory hands. 
And now, with shouts and clapping, and noise 

of weeping loud, 
He enters through the river gate, borne by the 

joyous crowd. 

— Thomas B. Macauley 

Sir Galahad 

My good blade carves the casques of men, 

My tough lance thrusteth sure. 
My strength is as the strength of ten. 

Because my heart is pure. 
The shattering trumpet shrilleth high, 

The hard brands shiver on the steel. 
The splintered spear shafts crack and fly. 

The horse and rider reel: 
They reel, they roll in changing lists. 

And when the tide of combat stands, 
Perfume and flowers fall in showers, 

That lightly rain from ladies bands. 
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How sweet are looks that ladies bend 

On whom their favors fall! 
For them I battle till the end, 

To save from shame and thrall : 
But all my heart is drawn above, 

My knees are bowed in crypt and shrine : 
I never felt the kiss of love. 

Nor maiden's hands in mine. 
More bounteous aspects on me beam, 

Me mightier transports move and thrill; 
So keep I fair through faith and prayer 

A virgin heart in work and will. 

When down the stormy creascent goes, 

A light before me swims, 
Between dark stems the forest glows, 

I hear a noise of hymns : 
Then by some secret shrine I ride; 

I hear a voice, but none are there; 
The stalls are void, the doors are wide, 

The tapers burning fair. 
Fair gleams the snowy altar cloth. 

The silver vessels sparkle clean. 
The shrill bell rings, the censer swings. 

And solemn chants resound between. 

Sometimes on lonely mountain meres 

I find a magic bark; 
I leap on board; no helmsman steers: 

I float till all is dark. 
A gentle sound, an awful light! 

Three angels bear the Holy Grail: 
With folded feet, in stoles of white, 
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On sleeping wings they sail. 
Ah, blessed vision! blood of God! 

My spirit beats her mortal bars, 
As down dark tides the glory slides. 

And starlike mingles with the stars. 

When on my goodly charger borne 

Through dreaming towns I go, 
The cock crows ere the Christmas morn, 

The streets are dumb with snow. 
The tempest crackles on the leads. 

And, ringing, springs from brand and mail; 
But o*er the dark a glory spreads. 

And gilds the driving hail. 
I leave the plain, I climb the height ; 

No branchy thicket shelter yields; ] 

But blessed forms in whistling storms 

Fly o'er waste fens and windy fields. i 

i 
I 

A maiden knight — to me is given \ 

Such hope, I know not fear; i 

I yearn to breathe the airs of heaven 

That often meet me here. | 

I muse on joy that will not cease. 

Pure spaces clothed in living beams. 
Pure lillies of eternal peace. 

Whose odors haunt my dreams. 
And, stricken by an angel's hand, 

This mortal armor that I wear. 
This weight and size, this heart and eyes, 

Are touched, are turned to finest air. 
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The clouds are broken in the sky, 

And through the mountain walls 
A rolling organ-symphony 

Swells up, and shakes and falls. 
Then move the trees, the copses nod, 

Wings flutter, voices hover clear: 
"O just and faithful knight of God! 

Ride on! the prize is near." 
So pass I hostel, hall, and grange; 

By bridge and ford, by park and pale, 
All armed I ride, whate'er betide, 

Until I find the Holy Grail. 

— Alfred Tennyson 

Scythe song 

Mowers, weary and brown and blithe, 
What is the word methinks you know, 
Endless over-word that the Scythe 
Sings to the swing of the grass below? 
Scythes that swing in the grass and clover, 
Something, still, they say as they pass; 
What is the word that, over and over. 
Sings the Scythe to the flowers and grass? 

Hush, ah hush, the Scythes are saying, 
Hush, and heed not, and fall asleep; 
Hush, they say- to the grasses swaying; 
Hush, they sing to the clover deep; 
Hush — 'tis the lullaby Time is 'singing — 
Hush, and heed not, for all things pass; 
Hush, ah hush! and the Scythes are swinging 
Over the clover, over the grass! 

— Andrew Lang 
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The secret 

Say, what is the spell, when her fledglings are 
cheeping. 
That lures the bird home to her nest? 
Or wakes the tired mother, whose infant is 
weeping. 
To cuddle and croon it to rest? 
What is the magic that charms the glad babe in 
her arm's, 

■ 

Till it cooes with the voice of the dove? 
'Tis a secret, and so let us whisper it low — 
And the name of the secret is Love! 
For I think it is Love, 
For I feel it is Love, 
For I'm sure it is nothing but Love! 

Say, whence is the voice that when anger is 
burning. 
Bids the whirl of the tempest to cease? 
That stirs the vexed soul with an aching — a 
yearning 
For the brotherly hand-grip of peace? 
Whence the music that fills all our being — that 
thrills 
Around us, beneath, and above? 
'Tis a secret: none knows how it comes, or it 
goes— 
But the name of the secret is Love! 
For I think it is Love, 
For I feel it is Love, 
For I'm sure it is nothing but Love! 
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Say, whose is the skill that paints valley and 
hill, 
Like a picture so fair to the sight? 
That flecks the green meadow with sunshine 
and shadow. 
Till the little lambs leap with delight? 
'Tis a secret untold to hearts cruel and cold, 

Though 'tis sung by the angels above. 
In notes that ring clear for the ears that can hear. 
And the name of the secret is Love! 
For I think it is Love, 
For I feel it is Love, 
For I'm 5ure it is nothing but Love! 

Lewis Carroll 

Gettysburg address 

Four score and seven years ago, our fathers 
brought forth upon this continent a new nation, 
conceived in liberty and dedicated to the propo- 
sition that all men are created equal. 

Now we are engaged in a great civil war, 
testing whether that nation, or any nation, so 
conceived and so dedicated, can long endure. 

We are met on a great battlefield of that war. 
We have come to dedicate a portion of it as a 
final resting-place for those who here gave their 
lives that that nation might live. 

It is altogether fitting and proper that we 
should do this. But in a larger sense we cannot 
dedicate, we cannot consecrate, we cannot 
hallow, this ground. The brave men, living 
and dead, who struggled here, have consecrated 
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it far above our poor power to add to or detract. 
The world will little note nor long remember 
what we say here, but it can never forget what 
they did here. 

It is for us, the living, rather, to be dedicated 
here to the unfinished work which they who 
fought here have thus far so nobly advanced. 
It is rather for us to be here dedicated to the 
great task remaining before us — that from these 
honored dead we take increased devotion to 
that cause for which they have gave the last full 
measure of devotion — that we here highly re- 
solve that these dead shall not have died in 
vain, that this nation, under God, shall have a 
new birth of freedom, and that government of 
the people, by the people, for the people shall 
not perish from the earth. — Abraham Lincoln 

To a mountain daisy 

Wee, modest, crimson-tipped flower, 

Thou's met in an evil hour; 

For I maun crush amang the stoure 

Thy slender stem; 
To spare thee now is past my power. 

Thou bonny gem. 

Alas! it's no thy neebo: sweet. 
The bonny lark, companion meet, 
Bending thee 'mang the dewy weet, 

Wi' speckled breast, 
When upward — springing, blithe, to greet 

The purpling east! 
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Cauld blew the bitter biting north 
Upon thy early, humble birth; 
Yet cheerfully thou glinted forth 

Amid the storm, 
Scarce reared above the parent earth 

Thy tender form. 

The flauntin flowers our gardens yield. 
High sheltering woods and wa's maun shiled, 
But thou, beneath the random bield 

O* cold or stane. 
Adorns the histie stibble-field, 

Unseen, alane. 

a 

There, in thy scanty mantle, clad, 
Thy snawie bosom sunward spread. 
Thou lifts thy unassuming head 

In humble guise; 
But now the share uptears thy bed. 

And low thou lies! 

Such is the fate of artless maid. 
Sweet floweret of the rural shade! 
By love's simplicity betrayed, 

And gulieless trust. 
Till she, like thee, all soiled, is laid 

Low i' the dust. 

Such is the fate of simple bard, 

On life's rough ocean luckless starr'd! 

Unskillful he to note the card 

Of prudent lore. 
Till billows rage, and gales blow hard, 

And whelm him o'er! 



^ 
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Such fate to suffering worth is given, 

Who long with wants and woes has striven. 

By human pride or cunning driven 

To misery's brink, 
Till wrenched of every stay but Heaven, 

He, ruined, sink! 

Even thou who moum'st the Daisy's fate. 
That fate is thine — no distant date; 
Stern Ruin's ploughshare drives, elate, 

Full on the bloom. 
Till crushed beneath the furrow's weight 
Shall be thy doom. 

— Robert Burns 



Song of the camp 

**Give us a song!" the soldiers cried. 

The outer trenches guarding. 
When the heated guns of the camps allied 

Grew weary of bombarding. 

The dark Redan, in silent scoff, 
Lay, grim and threatening under; 

And the tawny mound of the Malakoff 
No longer belched its thunder. 

There was a pause. A guardsman said: 
**We storm the forts tomorrow; 

Sing while we may, another day 
Will bring enough of sorrow." 
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They lay along the battery's side 

Below the smoking cannon; 
Brave hearts from Severn and from Clyde 

And from the banks of Shannon. 

They sang of love and not of fame, 

Forgot was Britain's glory, 
Each heart recalled a different name. 

But all sang "Annie Laurie." 

Voice after voice caught up the song 

Until its tender passion 
Rose like an anthem rich and strong — 

Their battle-eve confession. 

Dear girl, her name he dared not speak, 

But as the song grew louder, 
Something upon the soldier's cheek 

Washed off the stains of powder. 

Beyond the darkening ocean burned 

The bloody sunset's embers. 
While the crimson valleys learned 

How English love remembers. 

And once again a fire of Hell 

Rained on the Russian quarters, 

With scream of shot and burst of shell 
And bellowing of the mortars! 

And Irish Nora's eyes are dim 
For the singer dumb and gory; 

And English Mary mourns for him 
Who sang of "Annie Laurie." 



I 
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Sleep soldiers! still in honored rest, 
Your truth and valor wearing; 

The bravest are the tenderest — 
The loving are the daring. 

— Bayard Taylor 

Farewell, a long farewell to my greatness 

Farewell, a long farewell to all my greatness! 
This is the state of man; to-day he puts forth 
The tender leaves of hope ; to-morrow blossoms, 
And bears his blushing honors thick upon him; 
The third day comes a frost, a killing frost, 
And, — when he thinks, good easy man, full 

surely 
His greatness is a-ripening, — nips his root. 
And then he falls, as I do. I have ventured. 
Like little wanton boys that swim on bladders, 
This many summer on a sea of glory, 
But far beyond my depth: my high-blown pride 
At length broke under me, and now has left me 
Weary and old with service, to the mercy 
Of a rude stream, that must forever hide me. 

Vain pomp and glory of this world, I hate ye! 
I feel my heart new open'd. O, how wretched 
Is that poor man that hangs on princess favors! 
There is betwixt that smile we would aspire to. 
That sweet aspect of princes, and their ruin. 
More pangs and fears than wars or women have; 
And when he falls, he falls like Lucifer, 
Never to hope again. — William Shakspere 

From Hemy VIII 



SEVENTH GRADE 165 

The death of the old year 

Full knee-deep lies the winter snow, 
And the winter winds are wearily sighing: 
Toll ye the church bell sad and slow, 
And tread softly and speak low, 
For the old year lies a-dying. 

Old year, you must not die; 

You came to us so readily, 

You lived with us so steadily, 

Old year you shall not die. 

He lieth still: he doth not move; 

He will not see the dawn of day. 

He hath no other life above. 

He gave me a friend, and a true, true love, 

And the New-year will take 'em away. 

Old year, you must not go; 

So long as you have been with us, 

Such joy as you have seen with us, 

Old year, you shall not go. 

He frothed his bumpers to the brim; 
A jollier year we shall not see, 
But though his eyes are waxing dim, 
And though his foes speak ill of him, 
He was a friend to me. 

Old year, you shall not die; 

We did so laugh and cry with you, 

I've half a mind to die with you. 

Old year, if you must die. 
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He was full of joke and jest, 
But all his merry quips are o'er. 

To see him die across the waste 
His son and heir doth ride post-haste. 
But he'll be dead before. 

Every one for his own. 

The night is starry and cold, my friend, 

And the New-year blithe and bold, my friend 

Comes up to take his own. 

. How hard he breathes! over the snow 
I heard just now the crowing cock. 
The shadows flicker to and fro: 
The cricket chirps; the light burns low: 
'Tis nearly twelve o'clock. 

Shake hands before you die. 

Old year, we'll dearly rue for you: 

What is it we can do for you? 

Speak out before you die. 

His face is growing sharp and thin. 
Alack! our friend is gone. 
Close up his eyes; tie up his chin; 
Step from the corpse, and let him in 
That standeth there alone, 

And waiteth at the door. 

There's a new foot on the floor, my friend, 

And a new face at the door, my friend, 

A new face at the door. 

— Alfred Tennyson 
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A visit from the sea 

Far from the loud sea beaches, 

Where he goes fishing and crying, 

Here in the inland garden, 
Why is the sea-gull flying? 

Here are no fi§h to dive for: 

Here is the com and lea; 
Here are the green trees rustling. 

Hie away home to sea. 

Fresh is the river water, 

And quiet among the rushes; 

This is no home for the sea gull, 
Put for the rooks and thrushes. 

Pity the bird that has wandered! 

Pity the sailor ashore! 
Hurry him home to the ocean, 

Let him come here no more! 

* 

High on the sea-cliffs ledges 

The white gulls are trooping and crying; 
Here among rooks and roses. 

Why is the sea-gull flying? 

— Robert Louis Stevenson 

Spring 

Gentle Spring! — in sunshine clad. 
Well dost thou thy power display! 

For winter maketh the light heart sad. 
And thou, — thou makest the sad heart gay. 
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He sees thee, and calls to his gloomy train. 
The sleet and the snow, and the wind, and the 

rain; 
And they shrink away, and they flee in fear. 
When thy merry step draws near. 

Winter giveth the fields and the trees, so old. 

Their beards of icicles and snow; 
And the rain, it raineth so fast and cold, 

We must cover over the embers low; 
And, snugly housed from the wind and weather. 
Mope like birds that are changing feather. 
But the storm retires, and the sky grows clear. 

When thy merry step draws near. 

Winter maketh the sun in the gloomy sky 
Wrap him round with a mentle of cloud; 
But, Heaven be praised, thy step is nigh; 

Thou tearest away the mournful shroud, 
And the earth looks bright and Winter surly, 
Who has toiled for naught both late and early. 
Is banished afar by. the new-born year. 
When thy merry step draws near. 

— Henry W. Longfellow 

The bugle song 

The spledor falls on castle walls. 

And snowy summits old in story: 

The long light shakes across the lakes, 

And the wild cataract leaps in glory. 

Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying, 

Blow, bugle, answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying. 
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Oh, hark, oh, hear! how thin and clear, 
And thinner, clearer, farther going! 
Oh, sweet and far, from cliff and scar, 
The horns of Elfland faintly blowing! 
Blow, let us hear the purple glens replying: 
Blow, bugle, answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying. 

Oh, love, they die in yon rich sky, 
They faint on hill or field or river; 
Our echoes roll from soul to soul, 
And grow forever and forever. 
Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying, 
And answer, echoes, answer, dying, dying, dying. 

— Alfred Tennyson 

The star-spangled banner 

Oh, say, can you see, by the dawn's early light, 
What so proudly we hail'd at the twilight's 
last gleaming, 
Whose broad stripes and bright stars, thro' the 
perilous fight, 
0*er the ramparts we watch'd, were so gallant- 
ly streaming? 
And the rocket's red glare, the bombs bursting 
in air, 
Gave proof thro' the night that our flag was 
still there. 

Chorus 

Oh, say, does that star-spangled banner yet wave 
©"'er the land of the free, and the home of the 
brave? 



/^ 
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On the shore dimly seen thro' the mists of the 
deep. 
Where the foe's haughty host in dread silence 
reposes. 
What is that which the breeze, o'er the towering 
steep, 
As it fitfully blows, half conceals, half dis- 
closes? 
Now it catches the gleam of the morning's first 
beam. 
In full glory reflected, now shines on the 
stream. 

Chorus 
'Tis the star-spangled banner; oh, long may it 
wave 
O'er the land of the free, and the home of the 
brave. 

And where is that band who so vauntingly swore 
That the havoc of war and the battle's con- 
fusion 
A home and a country should leave us no more?* 
Their blood has wash'd out their foul foot- 
step's pollution. 
No refuge could save the hireling and slave 
From the terror of flight or the gloom of the 
grave. 

Chorus 
And the star-spangled banner in triumph doth 
wave 
O'er the land of the free and the home of the 
grave. 
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Oh, thus be it ever when freemen shall stand 
Between their loved homes and wild war's 
desolation; 
Blest with vict'ry and peace may the heav'n- 
rescued land 
Praise the pow'r that hath made and preserv'd 
us a nation! 
Then conquer we must, when our cause it is just, 
And this be our motto: **In God is our trust!" 

Chorus 
And the star-spangled banner in triumph shall 
wave 
O'er the land of the free and the home of the 
grave. — Francis Scott Key 

Plant a tree 

He who plants a tree 
Plants a hope. 
Rootlets up through fibres blindly grope; 
Leaves unfold into horizons free. 

So man's life must climb 

From the clods of time 

Unto heavens sublime. 
Canst thou prophesy, thou little tree. 
What the glory of the boughs shall be? 

He who plants a tree 
Plants a joy; 
Plants a comfort that will never cloy: 
Every day a fresh reality. 

Beautiful and strong, 

To whose shelter throng 

Creatures blithe with song. 
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If thou couldst but know, thou happy tree, 
Of the bliss that shall inhabit thee. 

He who plants a tree 
He plants peace. 
Under its green curtain jargons cease: 
Leaf and zephyr murmur soothingly; 

Shadows soft with sleep 

Down tired eyelids creep, 

Balm of slumber deep. 
Never hast thou dreamed, thou blessed tree. 
Of the benediction thou shalt be. 

He who plants a tree 
He plants youth: 
Vigor won for centuries, in sooth; 
Life of mine that hints eternity! 

Boughs their strength uprear. 

New shoots every year 

On old growths appear. 
Thou shalt teach the ages, sturdy tree, 
Youth of soul is immortality. 

He who plants a tree 
He plants love, 
Tents of coolness spreading out above 
Wayfarers, he may not live to see. 

Gifts that grow are best; 

Hands that bless are blest; 

Plants: Life does the rest! 
Heaven and earth help him who plants a tree, 
And his work its own reward shall be. 

— Lucy Larcotn 
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Kavanagh 

Ah, how wonderful is the advent of the spring! 
the great annual miracle of the blossoming of 
Aaron's rod, repeated on myriads and myriads 
of branches! — the gentle progression and growth 
of herbs, flowers, trees, — gentle, and yet irre- 
pressible, — which no force can stay, no violence 
restrain, like love, that wins its way and cannot 
be withstood by any human power, because 
itself a divine power. If spring came but once 
a century, instead of once a year, or burst forth 
with a sound of an earthquake and not in silence, 
what wonder and expectation would there be 
in all hearts to behold the miraculous change! 

But now the silent succession suggests nothing 
but necessity. To most men, only the cessa- 
tion of the miracle would be miraculous, and the 
perpetual exercise of God's power seems less 
wonderful than its withdrawal would be. We 
are like children who are astonished and de- 
lighted only by the second-hand of the clock, 
not by the hour-hand. 

In the fields and woods, meanwhile, there 
were other signs and signals of the ^mmer. 
The darkening foliage; the embrowning grain; 
the golden dragon-fly haunting the blackberry 
bushes; the cawing crows, that looked down 
from the mountain on the cornfield, and waited 
day after day for the , scarecrow to finish his 
work and depart; and the smoke of a far-off 
burning woods, that pervaded the air and hung 
in purple haze about the summits of the moun- 
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tains, — these were the vaunt-couriers and at- 
tendants of the hot August. 

The brown autumn came. Out of doors, it 
brought to the field the prodigality of the golden 
harvest, to the forest, revelations of light, — 
and to the sky, the sharp air, the morning mist, 
the red clouds at evening. Within doors, the 
sense of seclusion, the stillness of closed and 
curtained windows, musings by the fireside, 
books, friends, conversation, and the long, 
meditative evenings. To the farmer, it brought 
surcease of toil, — to the scholar, that sweet 
delirium of the brain which changes toil to 
pleasure.' It brought the wild duck back to 
the reedy marshes of the south; it brought the 
wild song back to the fervid brain of the poet. 
Without, the village street was paved with gold ; 
the river ran red with the reflection of the leaves. 
Within, the faces of friends brightened the 
gloomy walls; the returning foot-steps of the 
long-absent gladdened the threshold; and all 
the sweet amenities of social life again resumed 
their interrupted reign. 

The first snow came. How beautiful it was, 
falling so silently, all day long, all night long, 
on the mountains, on the meadows, on the 
roofs of the living, on the graves of the dead! 
All white save the river, that marked its course 
by a winding black line across the landscape; 
and the leafless trees, that against the leaden 
sky now revealed more fully the wonderful 
beauty and intricacy of their branches! 



SEVENTH GRADE 175 

What silence, too, came with the snow, and 
what seclusion! Every sound was muffled, 
every noise changed to something soft and 
musical. No more trampling hoofs, no more 
rattling wheels! Only the chiming sleigh bells, 
beating as swift and merrily as the hearts of 
children. 

— Henry W. Longfellow 

Jog on, jog on 

From ''Winter's Tale'' 

Jog on, jog on, the foot-path way, 
And merrily hent the stile-a: 

A merry heart goes all the day. 
Your sad tires in a mile-a. 

— William Shakspere 

Autumn 

With what a glory comes and goes the year! 
The buds of spring, those beautiful harbingers 
Of sunny skies and cloudless times, enjoy 
Life's newness, and earth's garniture spread out; 
And when the silver habit of the clouds 
Comes down upon the autumn sun, and with 
A sober gladness the old year takes up 
His bright inheritance of golden fruits, 
A pomp and pageant fill the splendid scene. 

There is a beautiful spirit breathing now 
Its mellow richness on the clustered trees, 
And, from a beaker full of richest dyes. 
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Pouring new glory on the autumn woods, 
And dipping warm light on the pillared clouds. 
Morn on the mountain, like a summer bird. 
Lifts up her purple wing, and in the vales 
The gentle wind, a sweet and passionate wooer. 
Kisses the blushing leaf, and stirs up life 
Within the solemn woods of ash deep-crimsoned, 
And silver beech, and maple yellow-leaved. 
Where autumn, like a faint old man, sits down 
By the wayside a- weary. Through the trees 
The golden robin moves. The purple finch. 
That on wild cherry and red cedar feeds, 
A winter bird, comes with its plaintive whistle. 
And pecks at the witch-hazel, whilst aloud 
From cottage roofs the warbling blue-bird sings. 
And merrily, with oft-repeated stroke, 
Sounds from the threshing-floor the busy flail. 

O what a glory doth this world put on 
For him who, with a fervent heart, goes forth 
Under the bright and glorious sky, and looks 
On duties well performed, and days well spent! 
For him the wind, ay, and the yellow leaves 
Shall have a voice, and give him eloquent teach- 
ings. 
He shall so hear the solemn hymn, that Death 
Hath lifted up for all, that he shall go 
To his long resting-place without a fear. 

— James R, Lowell 
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The finding of the lyre 

There lay upon the ocean's shore 
What once a tortoise served to cover. 
A year and more, with rush and roar, 
The surf had rolled it over, 
Had played with it, and flung it by, 
As wind and weather might decide it. 
Then tossed it high where sand-drifts dry 
Cfieap burial might provide it. 

It rested there to bleach or tan. 

The rains had soaked, the suns had burned it; 

With many a ban the fisherman 

Had stumbled o'er and spumed it; 

And there the fisher-girl would stay. 

Conjecturing with her brother 

How in their play the poor estray 

Might serve some use or other. 

So there it lay, through wet and dry, 

As empty as the last new sonnet. 

Till by and by came Mercury, 

And, having mused upon it, 

"Why here," cHed he, **the thing of things 

In shape, material, and dimensions! 

Give it but strings, and lo, it sings, 

A wonderful invention!" 

So said, so done, the chords he strained. 
And, as his fingers o'er them hovered, 
The shell disdained a soul had gained, 
The lyre had been discovered. 



178 MEMORY GEMS 

O empty world that round us lies, 
Dead shell, of soul and thought forsaken, 
Broug^lt we but eyes like Mercury's, 
In thee what songs should waken! 

— James R. Lowell 

Columbus 

Behind him lay the gray Azores, 

Behind him the gates of Hercules; 
Before him not the ghost of shores, 

Before him only shoreless seas. 
The good mate said: "Now must we pray, 

For lo! the very stars are gone. 
Brave Admiral, speak; what shall I say?** 

**Why, say: 'Sail on! sail on! and on!* ** 

"My men grow mutinous day by day; 

My men grow ghastly wan and weak;** 
The stout mate thought of home; a spray 

Of salt wave washed his swarthy cheek. 
"What shall I say brave Admiral, say, 

If we sight naught but seas at dawn?** 
"Why, you shall say, at break of day, 

'Sail on! sail on! sail on! and on!* ** 

They sailed and sailed as winds might blow, 

Until at last the blanched mate said: 
**Why, now not even God would know 

Should I and all my men fall dead. 
These very winds forget their way. 

For God from these dread seas is gone. 
Now speak, brave Admiral, speak and say — ** 

He said: "Sail on! sail on! and on!** 



w 



SEVENTH GRADE 179 

They sailed. They sailed. Then spake the 
mate: 

"This mad sea shows his teeth to-night. 
He curls his lip, he lies in wait, 

With lifted teeth, as if to bite! 
Brave Admiral, say but one good word: 

What shall we do when hope is gone?" 
The words leapt as a leaping sword: 

**Sail on! sail on! sail on! and on!" 

Then, pale and worn, he kept his deck. 

And peered through darkness. Ah, that night 
Of all dark nights! And then a speck — 

A light! a light! a light! a light! 
It grew, a starlit flag unfurled! 

It grew to be Time's burst of dawn. 
He gained a world; he gave that world 

Its greatest lesson: ''On! sail on!" 

— Joaquin Miller 

A song of clover 

I wonder what the Clover thinks, — 
Intimate friend of Bob-o'-links, 
Lover of Daisies slim and white, 
Waltzer with Buttercups at night; 
Keeper of Inn for travelling Bees, 
Serving to them wine-dregs and lees. 
Left by the Royal Humming Birds, 
Who sip and pay with fine-spun words; 
Fellow with all the lowliest, 
Peer of the gayest and the best; 
Comrade of winds, beloved of sun, 
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Kissed by the Dew-drops, one by one; 
Prophet of Good-Luck mystery 
By sign of four which few may see; 
Symbol of Nature's magic zone, 
One out of three, and three in one; 
Emblem of comfort in the speech 
Which poor men's babies early reach; 
Sweet by the roadsides, sweet by rills, 
Sweet in the meadows, sweet on hills. 
Sweet in its white, sweet in its red, — 
Oh, half its sweetness cannot be said; — 
Sweet in its every living breath, 
Sweetest, perhaps, at last, in death! 
Oh! who knows what the Clover thinks? 
No one! unless the Bob-o'-links! 

— Saxe Holm 
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Violet, sweet violet 

Violet! sweet violet! 
Thine eyes are full of tears; 
Are they wet 
Even yet 
With the thought of other years? 
Or with gladness are they full, 
For the nights so bekutiful, 
And longing for those far-off spheres? 

Loved-one of my youth thou wast, 
Of my merry youth. 
And I see. 
Tearfully, 
All the fair and sunny past, 
All its openness and truth, 
Ever fresh and green in thee 
As the moss is in the sea. 

Thy little heart, that hath with love 
Grown colored like the sky above. 
On which thou lookest ever, 
Can it know 
All the woe 
Of hope for what retumeth never. 
All the sorrow and the longing 
To these hearts of ours belonging? 

181 
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Out on it! no foolish pining 
For the sky 
Dims thine eye, 
Or for the stars so calmly shining; 
Like thee let this soul of mine 
Take hue from that wherefor I long, 
Self-stayed and high, serene and strong, 
Not satisfied with hoping — but divine. 

Violet! dear violet! 

Thy blue eyes are only wet 
With joy and love of him who sent thee. 
And for the fulfilling sense 
Of that glad obedience 
Which made thee all that nature meant thee! 

— James Russell Lowell 

Daffodils 

I wandered lonely as a cloud 

That floats on high o*er vales and hills, 

When all at once I saw a crowd, 
A host of golden daffodils; 

Beside the lake, beneath the trees. 

Fluttering and dancing in the breeze. 

. Continuous as the stars that shine 
And twinkle in the Milky Way, 
They stretched in never-ending line 

Along the margin of a bay: 
Ten thousand saw I at a glance,^ 
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance. 
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The waves beside them danced, but they 
Outdid the sparkling waves in glee: 

A poet could not but be gay, 
In such a jocund company; 

I gazed and gazed, — but little thought 

What wealth the show to me had brought. 

For oft when on my couch I lie 
In vacant or in pensive mood, 

They flash upon that inward eye 
Which is the bliss of solitude. 

And then my heart with pleasure fills. 

And dances with the daffodils. 

— William Wordsworth 

O captain, my captain 

**0 Captain! my Captain! our fearful trip is done, 
The ship has weathered every rack, the prize 

we sought is won. 
The port is* near, the bells I hear, the people all 

exulting, 
While follow eyes the steady keel, the vessel 

grim and daring; 
But O heart! heart! heart! 

O the bleeding drops of red. 
Where on the deck my Captain lies 

Fallen cold and dead. 

**0 Captain! my Captain! rise up and hear the 

bells; 
Rise up — ^for you the flag is flung — for you the 

bugle trills. 
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For you bouquets and ribbon's wreaths — ^for you 

the shores a-crowding, 
For you they call, the swaying mass, their eager 
faces turning; 
Hear, Captain! dear father! 

This arm beneath your head! 
It is some dream that on the deck. 
You've fallen cold and dead." 

My Captain does not answer, his lips are pale 

and still. 
My father does not feel my arm, he has no pulse 

nor will. 
The ship is anchored safe and sound, its voyage 

closed and done. 
From fearful trip the victor ship comes in with 
object won; 
Exult, O shores! and ring,'0 bells! 

But I with mournful tread 
Walk the deck my Captain lies. 
Fallen cold and dead. 

— Walt Whitman 



The last leaf 

I saw him once before, 
As he passed by the door, 

And again 
The pavement-stones resound, 
As he totters o'er the ground 

With his cane. 
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They say that in his prime, 
Ere the pruning-knife of Time 

Cut him down, 
Not a better man was found 
By the crier on his round 

Through the town. 

But now he walks the streets, 
And he looks at all he meets 

So forlorn; 
And he shakes his feeble head. 
And it seems as if he said, 

**They are gone." 

The mossy marbles rest 

On the lips that he has pressed 

In their bloom. 
And the names he loved to hear 
Have been carved for many a year 

On the tomb. 

My grandmamma has said — 
Poor old lady, she is dead 

Long ago — 
That he had a Roman nose, 
And his cheek was like a rose 

In the snow. 

But now his nose is thin, 
And it rests upon his chin. 

Like a staff, 
And a crook is in his back, 
And a melancholy crack 

In his laugh. 
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I know it is a sin 

For me to sit and grin 

At him here; 
But the old three-cornered hat, 
And the breeches, and all that, 

Are so queer! 

And if I should live to be 
The last leaf upon the tree 

In the spring, 
Let them smile, as I do now, 
At the old forsaken bough 

Where I cling. 

— Oliver W. Holmes 

Old Glory 

**01d Glory! say, who 

By the ships and the crew, 

And the long blended ranks of the gray and the 
blue, — 

Who gave you. Old Glory, the name that you 
bear 

With such pride everywhere 

As you cast yourself free to the rapttirous air 

And leap out full length, as we're wanting you to ? 

Who gave you that name with the ring of the 
same, 

And the honor and fame so becoming to you? 

Your stripes stroked in ripples of white and of 
red, 

With your stars at their glittering beat over- 
head — 



i 
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By day and by night 

Their delightfullest light 

Laughing down from their Httle square heaven 

of blue! 
Who gave you the name of Old Glory? Say, 

who — 
Who gave you the name of Old Glory?" 
The old banner lifted, and faltering then, 
In vague lisps and whispers falls silent again. 

**01d Glory, — speak out! — we are asking about 
How you happened to 'favor' a name, so to say, 
That sounds so familiar and careless and gay 
As we cheer it and shout in our wild, breezy way ; 
We, the crowd, every man of us calling you that. 
We — Tom, Dick and Harry — each swinging 

his hat 
And hurrahing *01d Glory!' like you were our kin, 
When — Lord! — we all know we're as common as 

sin! 
And yet it just seems like you humor us all, 
And waft us our thanks, as we hail you and fall 
Into line, with you over us waving us on 
Where our glorified, sanctified betters have gone. 
And this is the reason we're wanting to know 
(And we're wanting it so! — 
Where our own fathers went we are willing to go). 
Who gave you the name of Old Glory-0-ho! — 
Who gave you the name of Old Glory?" 
The old flag unfurled with billowy thrill 
For an instant, then wistfully sighed and was 

still. 



188 MEMORY GEMS 

**01d Glory, the story we're wanting to hear 
Is what the plain facts of your christening were — 
For your name — just to hear it, 
Repeat it and cheer, it's a twang to the spirit. 

As salt as a tear; — 

And seeing you fly, and the boys marching by, 

There's a shout in the throat and a blur in the 

eye 
And an aching to live for you always — or die, 
If, dying, we still keep you waving on high. 
And so, by our love 
For you, floating above, 

And the scars of all wars and the sorrows thereof, 
Who gave you the name of Old Glory and why 
Are we thrilled at the name of Old Glory?" 
Then the old banner leaped like a sail in the blast, 
And fluttered an audible answer at last. 

And it spake, with a shake of the voice, and it 

said: 
"By the driven snow-white and the living 

blood-red 
Of my bars, and the heaven of stars overhead — 
By the symbol conjoined of them all, skyward 

cast. 
As I float from the steeple or flap at the mast, 
Or drop o'er the sod where the long grasses nod — 
My name is as old as the glory of God. 
So I came by the name of Old Glory." 

— James W. Riley 
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To the skylark 

Hail to thee, blithe spirit! 

Bird thou never wert — 
That from heaven or near it 

Pourest thy full heart 
In profuse strains of unpremeditated art. 

Higher still and higher 

From the earth thou springest: 
Like a cloud of fire, 

The deep blue thou wingest, 
And singing still dost soar, and soaring ever 
singest. 

In the golden lightning 

Of the sunken sun. 
O'er which clouds are brightening, 

Thou dost float and run. 
Like an embodied joy whose race is just begun. 

The pale purple even 

Melts around thy flight; 
Like a star of heaven 
In the broad daylight. 
Thou art unseen, but yet I hear thy shrill de- 
• Hght- 

Keen as the arrows 

Of that silver sphere 
Whose intense lamp narrows 
In the white dawn clear, 
Until we hardly see, we feel, that it is there. 
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All the earth and air 

With thy voice is loud, 
As, when night is bare. 
From one lonely cloud 
The moon rains out her beams, and heaven is 
over flowed. 

What thou art we know not; 

What is most like thee? 
From rainbow clouds there flow not 
Drops so bright so see 
As from thy presence showers a rain of melody : — 

Like a poet hidden 
In the light of thought, 
Singing hymns unbidden. 
Till the world is wrought 
To sympathy with hopes and fears it needed not : 

Like a high-born maiden 

In a palace tower. 
Soothing her love-laden 
Soul in secret hour 
With music sweet as love which overflows her 
bower : 

Like a glow-worm golden 

In a dell of dew, 
Scattering unbeholden 
Its aerial hue 
Among the flowers and grass which screen it 
from the view : 



I 
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Like a rose embowered 

In its own green leaves, 
By warm winds deflower' d, 
Till the scent it gives 
Makes faint with too much sweet these heavy- 
winged thieves. 

Sound of vernal showers 

On the twinkling grass, 

Rain awaken'd flowers, 

All that ever was, 

Joyous and clear and fresh, — thy music doth 

surpass. 

Teach us, sprite or bird, 

What sweet thoughts are thine: 
I have never heard 
Praise of love or wine 
That panted forth a flood of rapture so divine. 

Chorus hymeneal 

Or triumphal chaunt, 
Match'd with thine, would be all 
But an empty vaunt — 
A thing wherein we feel there is some hidden 
want. 

What objects are the fountains 

Of thy happy strain? 
What fields, or waves, or mountains? 
What shapes of sky or plain? 
What love of thine own kind? what ignorance 
of pain? 
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With thy clear, keen joyance 

Languor cannot be: 
Shadow of annoyance 
Never came near thee: 
Thou lovest, but ne'er knew love's sad satiety. 

Waking or asleep, 

Thou of death must deem 
Things more true and deep 
Then we mortals dream, 
Or how could thy notes flow in such a crystal 
stream ? 

We look before and after, 

And pine for what is not: 
Our sincerest laughter 

With some pain is fraught; 
Our sweetest songs are those that tell of saddest 
thought. 

Yet, if we could scorn 

Hate and pride and fear; 
If we were things born 
Not to shed a tear, 
I know not how thy joy we ever should come 
near. 

Better than all measures 

Of delightful sound, 
Better than all treasures 
That in books are found, 
Thy skill to poet were, thou scomer of th^ 
ground! 
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Teach me half the gladness 

That thy brain must know; 
Such harmonious madness 
Prom my lips would flow 
The world should listen then as I am listening 
now! 

— Percy Bysshe Shelley 



Recessional 

God of our fathers, known of old — 
Lord of our far-flung battle line- 



Beneath whose awful hand w6 hold 
Dominion over palm and pine — 

Lord God of Hosts, be with us yet. 
Lest we forget — lest we forget! 



The tumult and the shouting dies- 



The captains and the kings depart; 
Still stands thine ancient sacrifice, 

An humble and a contrite heart. 
Lord God of Hosts, be with us yet, 
Lest we forget — lest we forget! 



Far called our navies melt away- 



On dune and headland sinks the fire- 
Lo, all our pomp of yesterday 

1$ one of Nineveh and Tyre! 
Judge of the Nations, spare us yet, 
L^st we forget — lest we forget! 
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If, drunk with sight of power, we loose 
Wild tongues that have not thee in awe, 

Such boasting as the Gentiles use, 
Or lesser breeds without the law. 

Lord God of Hosts, be with us yet, 

Lest we forget — ^lest we forget! 

For heathen heart that puts its trust 
In reeking tube and iron shard — 

All valiant dust that builds on dust, 
And guarding, calls not thee to guard — 

For frantic boast and foolish word. 

Thy mercy on thy people, Lord! Amen. 

— Rtidyard Kipling 

From **Snowbound" 

Shut in from all the world without, 
We sat the clean-winged hearth about, 
Content to let the north wind roar 
In baffled rage at pane and door, 
While the red logs before us beat 
The frost-line back with tropic heat; 
And ever, when a louder blast 
Shook beam and rafter as it passed, 
The merrier up its roaring draught 
The great throat of the chimney laughed. 

The house-dog, on his paws outspread. 
Laid to the fire his drowsy head; 
The cat's dark silhouette on the wall 
A couchant tiger's seemed to fall; 
And for the winter fireside meet, 
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Between the andiron^s straddling feet, 
The mug of cider simmered slow; 
The apples sputtered in a row; 
And close at hand, the basket stood 
With nuts from brown October's wood. 

What matter how the night behaved? 
What matter how the north wind raved? 
Blow high, blow low, not all its snow 
Could quench our hearth-fire's ruddy glow. 
O Time and Change! with hair as gray 
As was my sire's that winter day. 
How strange it seems, with so much gone 
Of life and love, to still live on. 

Ah, brother! only I and thou 
Are left of all that circle now, — 
The dear home-faces whereupon 
That fitful firelight paled and shone. 
Henceforward, listen as we will, 
The voices of that hearth are still; 
Look where we may the wide earth o'er, 
Those lighted faces smile no more. 

We tread the paths their feet have worn; 
We sit beneath their orchard-trees; 
We hear, like them, the hum of bees 
And rustle of the bladed com; 
We turn the pages which they read; 
Their written words we linger o'er: 
But in the sun they cast no shade, 
No voice is heard, no sign is made, 
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No Step is on the conscious floor! 
Yet love will dream, and Faith will trust, 
(Since He who knows our need is just,) 
That, somehow, somewhere, meet we must. 

Alas for him who never sees 
The stars shine through his cypress trees; 
Who hopeless lays his dead away, 
Not looks to see the breaking day 
Across the mournful marbles play; 
Who hath not learned, in hotirs of faith. 
The truth to flesh and sense unknown, 
That life is ever lord of Death, 
And Love can never lose its own! 

— John Greenleaf Whittier 



What is so rare as a day in June 

Earth gets its price for what earth gives us, 

The beggar is taxed for a corner to die in. 
The priest hath his fee who comes and shrives us, 

We bargain for the graves we lie in: 
At the devil's booth are all things sold> 

Each ounce of dross costs its ounce of gold; 

For a cap and bells our lives we pay. 



Bubbles we buy with a whole soul's taskirivg, 

'Tis heaven alone that is given away, \ 

'Tis only God may be had for the asking; \ 



No price is set on the lavish summer, 
June may be had by the poorest cpmej*, 



* 

; 

\ 
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And what is so rare as a day in June? 

Then, if ever, come perfect days; 
Then heaven tries if the earth be in tune, 

And over it softly her warm ear lays: 
Whether we look or whether we listen, 

We hear life's murmur, or see it glisten; 

Every clod feels a stir of might, 

An instinct within it that reaches and towers, 
And groping blindly above it for light, 

Climbs to a soul in grass and, flowers; 
The flush of life may well be seen 

Thrilling back over hills and valleys; 

The cowslip startles in meadows green, , 
The buttercup catches the sun in its chalice, 

And there's never a leaf nor a blade too mean 
To be some happy creature's palace; 

The little bird sits at his door in the sun, 
A tilt like a blossom among the leaves, 

And lets his illumined being o'errun 

With the deluge of summer it receives; 
His mate feels the eggs beneath her wings. 
And the heart in her dumb breast flutters and 

sings; 
He sings to the wide world, and she to her nest — 
In the nice ear of Nature which song is the best? 

— James Russell Lowell 
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Battle-hymn of the Republic 

Mine eyes have seen the glory of the coming of 

the Lord; 
He is tramping out the vintage where the grapes 

of wrath are stored; 
He hath loosed the fateful lightning of his terrible 

swift sword; 

His truth is marching on. 

I have seen him in the watch-fires of a hundred 

circling camps; 
They have builded him an altar in the evening 

dews and damps; 
I have read his righteous sentence by the dim 

and flaring lamps; 

His day is marching on, 

I have read a fiery gospel writ in burnished rows 

of steel; 
"As ye deal with my contemners, so with you 

my grace shall deal ; 
Let the hero, born of woman, crush the serpent 

with his heel, 

Since God goes marching on." 

He has sounded forth the trumpet that shall 

never call retreat; 
He is sifting out the hearts of men before his 

judgment seat; 
Oh, be swift, my soul, to answer him! be jubilant, 

my feet! 

Our God is marching on. 



t 



EIGHTH GRADE 199 

In the beauty of the lilies, Christ was born across 

the sea, 
With a glory in his bosom that transfigures you 

and me; 
As he died to make men holy, let us die to make 
men free, 

While God is marching on. 

— Julia Ward Hoive 

Opportunity 

Master of Human Destinies am I, 

Fame, Love, and Fortune on my footsteps 
wait. 
Cities and Fields I walk; I penetrate 

Deserts and seas remote and passing by 
Hovel and mart and palace, soon or late 

I knock unbidden once at every gate; 
If sleeping, wake; if feasting rise before 

I turn away. It is the hour of fate. 
And they who follow me reach every state 

Mortals desire, and conquer every foe 
Save Death; but those who doubt or hesitate, 

Condemned to failure, penury, and woe. 
Seek me in vain, uselessly implore, 

I answer not and I return no more. 

Breathes there a man with soul so dead 

Breathes there the man, with soul so dead. 
Who never to himself hath said, 

This is my own, my native land? 
Whose heart hath ne'er within him burned, 
As home his footsteps he hath turned, 



\ 
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From wandering on a foreign strand? 
If such there breathe, go, mark him well; 
For him no minstrel raptures swell; 
High though his titles, proud his name, 
Boundless his wealth as wish can claim; 
Despite those titles, power, and pelf, 
The wretch, concentered all in self, 
Living, shall forfeit fair renown. 
And, doubly dying, shall go down 
To the vile dust, from whence he sprung, 
Unwept, unhonored, and unsung. 

— Walter Scott 

Hark, hark, th^ lark 

Hark, hark! the lark at heaven's gate sings, 

And Phoebus 'gins arise, 
His steed to water at those springs 
On chaliced flowers that lies; 
And winking Mary-buds begin 

To ope their golden eyes; 
With everything that pretty bin, 

My lady sweet, arise: 
Arise, arise! — William Shakspere 

At morning 

The day returns and brings us the petty round 
of irritating concerns and duties. Help us to 
play the man, help us to perform them with 
laughter and kind faces, let cheerfulness abound, 
with industry, give us to our resting beds weary 
and content and undishonored, and grant us in 
the end the gift of sleep. 

— Robert Louis Stevenson 



/ 
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The angler's reveille 

What time the rose of dawn is laid across the 

lips of night, 
And all the drowsy little stars have fallen asleep 

in fight; 
*Tis then a wandering wind awakes, and runs 

from tree to tree. 
And borrows words from all the birds to sound 
the reveille. 
This is the carol the Robin throws 

Over the edge of the valley; 
Listen how boldly it flows, 
Sally on sally: 
Tirra-lirra, 
Down the river, 
Laughing water 
All a-quiver. 
Day is near, 
Clear, clear. 
Fish are breaking. 
Time for waking. 
Tup, tup, tup! 
Do you hear? All clear — 
Wake up! 

The phantom flood of dreams has ebbed and 

vanished with the dark. 
And like a dove the heart forsakes the prison 

of the ark; 
Now forth she fares through friendly woods and 

diamond-fields of dew, 
While every voice cried out "Rejoice!" as if 

the world were new. 
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This is the ballad the Bluebird sings, 

Unto his mate replying, 
Shaking the tune from his wings 

While he is flying: 
Surely, surely, surely. 

Life is dear 

Even here. 

Blue above, 

You to love, 
Purely, purely, purely. 

There^s wild azalea on the hill, and roses down 

the dell. 
And just one spray of lilac still a-bloom beside 

the well; 
The columbine adorns the rocks, the Isturel 

buds grow pink. 
Along the stream white arums gleam, and violets 

bend to drink. 

This is the song of the Yellowthroat, 
Fluttering gaily beside you; 

Hear how each voluble note 
Offers to guide you: 

Which way, sir? 
I say, sir. 
Let me teach you, 
I beseech you! 
Are you wishing 
\ Jolly fishing? 
This way, sir! 
I'll teach you. 
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Then come, my friend, forget your foes, and 

leave your fears behind. 
And wander forth to try your luck, with cheerful, 

quiet mind; 
For be your fortune great or small, you'll take 

what God may give. 
And all the day your heart shall say, **'Tis luck 

enough to live." 

This is the song the Brown Thrush flings 

Out of his thicket of roses; 
Hark how it warbles and rings, 
Mark how it closes: 
Luck, luck. 
What luck? 
Good enough for me! 

Fm alive, you see. 
Sun shining, 
No repining; 
Never borrow 
Idle sorrow; 
Drop it! 
Cover it up! 
Hold your cup! 
Joy will fill it. 
Don't spill it, 
Steady, be ready. 
Good luck! 

— Henry Van Dyke 
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Quakerdom 92 

The Fairy Queen 88 

The Lighthouse 86 

DIALECT PIECES 

Billy's Drink of Lager 110 

Dot Baby of Mine 20 

The First Banjo 1 12 

The Gridiron 137 

The Lost Heir 120 

Zwei Lager 126 

DIALOGUES 

Billy's Drink of Lager 110 

Birds of Passage 187 

Choosing a Declamation 141 



Church Raffles 179 

Dariu's Green Parodied 149 

Does it Pay to Smoke ? 155 

Examination of a Teacher 145 

Fine Feathers 175 

Good and not Stupid 183 

Good Manners 143 

Half Hour with the Poets 189 

Mark Twain and a Reporter 13S 

Memory Tricks 171 

Music 189 

Rules Work Both Ways 158 

Song of the Waters 167 

Squire ThornhiU's Argument. ... 159 

The Anti-Slang Society 163 

The Gridiron 137 

The School-Mistress 181 

The Senses 78 

The Shoemaker's Cabinet 161 

The Wind 54 

Under the Holly-Bough 173 

What is the Use of Latin ? 131 

FLAG DAT 

The National Ensign 16 

The National Flag 36 

FRIBKDBHIF 

The Hand for Me 24 

The Knight's Toast 40 

The Old » 

The Three Horsemen 30 

Under the Holly-Bough 178 

HISTORICAL , 

Discoveries of Galileo 32 

Palestine 18 

The Black Horse and his Rider.. 28 

The Flight of Xerxes 84 

War Inevitable 12 

HUMOROUS 

A Rhyme of the Time 104 

An Irish Letter 98 

Billy's Drink of Lager 110 

Choosing a Declamation 141 

Church-Raffles 179 

Darius Green Parodied 149- 

Does it Pay to Smoke ? 1S& 

Dot Baby off Mine 20 

Echo 124^ 

Examination of a Teacher 145. 

Fine Feathers 175i 

Fishing 96i 

Good and not Stupid 18S 

Good Manners 14S 

Joseph IL and the Grenadier.... 147* 

Lecture on Hornet-ology •.•• W 

Lost! > ..72 

Mark Twain and a Reporter ISS 

Memory-Tricks 171 

Pat and the Pig : 1(K 
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BALLARD'S PIECES TO SPEAK 



Piano Music 128 

Quakerdom 82 

Rules Work Both Ways. 153 

Shut the Door 56 

Squire ThornhiU's Argument 159 

The Aged Stranger lltt 

The American Eagle 108 

The Anti-Slang Society 163 

The Courtin' 122 

The First Banjo 112 

The House that Jack Built 94 

The Gridiron 137 

The Lost Heir 120 

The Panorama 114 

The Smack in School 106 

The Use of Latin 131 

To the Sexton 118 

Yankee and Englishman 100 

Zwei Lager 126 

MORAL LB880N8 

A Cry for Life 42 

A Spring Morning 80 

Billy's Drink of Lager 110 

Church Raffle 1T9 

Does it Pay to Smoke ? 155 

Fine Feathers 175 

Great Lives Imperishable 44 

Good and not Stupid 183 

Good Manners 143 

Resolution 14 

Room at the Top 48 

Rules Work Both Ways 153 

The Hand for Me 24 

The Golden Rule 70 

The Knight's Toast 40 

The Lion and the Mouse 68 

The Mountain and the Squirrel.. 74 

The Old 26 

The Petrified Fern 10 

The Rain Lesson 84 

The School-Mistress 181 

The Shoemaker's Cabinet 161 

The Three Horsemen 30 

NABBATIVB 

Pishing 96 

Good Night and Good Morning.. 60 

Joseph 11. and the Grenadier 147 

Lost 1 72 

Pat and the Pig 102 

Shut the Door 56 

The Aged Stranger 116 

The Black Horse and his Rider. . 28 

The Kitten and the Mouse 66 

The Knight's Toast 40 

The Lion and the Mouse 68 

The Mountain and the Squirrel.. 74 

The Shoemaker's Cabinet 161 

The Smack in School 106 

The Three Horsemen 30 

The Yankee and the Englishman. 100 



PATBIOTIC 

Great Lives Imperishable 44 

Lincoln on Henry Clay 22 

Patrick Henry, 1775 12 

The American Eagle 108 

The National Ensign 16 

The National Flag 36 

Yankee and Englishman 100 

PRIXABT 

A Spring Morning 80 

Autumn 82 

Good Night and Good Morning.. 60 

Little Streams 64 

Little White Lily 50 

Lost ! 72 

Music 56 

Pat and the Pig 102 

Resolution 14 

Shut the Door 66 

The Fairy Queen 88 

The Field-Mouse 78 

The Golden Rule 70 

The Kitten and the Leaves 52 

The Kitten and the Mouse 06 

The Lion and the Mouse 68 

The Mountain and the Squirrel.. 74 

The Rain Lesson 84 

The School-Mistress 181 

The Senses 76 

The Violet 68 

The Wind 54 

BELIGIOU8 

A Christmas Chant 38 

A Cry for Life 42 

The uain Lesson 84 

Palestine 18 

The Benses 76 

8BAS0N8 

A Spring Morning 80 

Autumn 88 

8TnDIB8 OF NATUBB 

A Spring Morning 80 

Autumn 82 

Birds of Passage 187 

Examination of a Teacher 145 

Good Night and Good Morning. . 60 

Little Streams 64 

Little White Lily 50 

Music 58 

Ossian's Address to the Sun 46 

Song of the Waters 167 

The Field Mouse 78 

The Kitten and the Leaves. ...... 58 

The Kitten and the Mouse 66 

The Lion and the Mouse 68 

The Mountain and the Squirrel.. 74 

The Petrided Fern 10 

The Senses 76 

The Shoemaker's Cabinet 161 

The Violet 68 

The Wind 54 



. 16mo, pp. 199. In Manilla, 50 cto.; In Cloth, Sl.OO 

€• W. BABD££X, Publisher, Syracuse, N. Y. 
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THE SCHOOL BVLLETIN PUBLICATIONS- 



School Eoom Plays 

1. Miss Ripley's Paint of View. ByC W. Babdkbh. P, 
16:22. 15cts. 

This is a dialogue between a school teacher and her superin- 
tendent, requiring only two characters, and giving a most enter- 
taining view of school relations, with a marked surprise at the 
close. It has given great satisfaction wherever used at school 
entertainments. 

2. Children of Other Lands. P. 16:16. 16 cts. This is a play 
for young children, arranged by the pupils of the training class 
at Davenport, la., as a geography exercise. The Dutch boy 
enters in costume and is questioned about Holland, followed by 
a Swiss boy and girl, an Eskimo, an Italian girl, a Russian, 
Turkish boy, a Chinese boy, two Japanese girls, an Indian, 
Arabian, a French girl, and so on, giving fine opportunity b^ 
simple changes of dress to afford entertainment that is sure 
please. 

3. A Fairyland of Artists, By Mabbl Adb. This is also 
play for young children, who, as nearly as possible, represent tl 
artists in costumes. The good fairy introduces Rosa Bonheur,1 
Landseer, Murillo, Reynolds, Van Dyck, Millet, Rembnmdt, 
Da Vinci, Hoffman, Angelo, and Raphael, each telling enougl 
about himself and his work to make a pleasing and instructiv< 
entertainment. 

4. Arbor Day Exercise, By Jban Baibd. Paper, 16mo, pp.j 
26. 15 cts. 

A particularly pleasing and effective dialogue in costume. 

5. The Table is Set, A comedy for schools, from the German 
Bendix. By Wbllai^d Hendbick. Paper, 16mo, pp. 

5 cts. 

6. A Glimpse of Orammarland. A farce. By M. Fbakg] 
Bbowbb. Paper, 8vo, pp. 25. '15 cts. 

These last two are among the most amusing and appropru 
plays for a school exhibition ever written. They are both inl 
leaved for stage directions. 

7. Thirteen D.a^ttes from Dickens. Arranged by W. Ei 
Fbttb. Cloth, 16mo, pp. 385. |1.50. Always well liked. 
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